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HE ordered my 
7 Nephew, who takes 
Care of the Impreſ/i- 
Nas WI on, to wait upon you 
— with a Copy of the 
Following Poems, and 1 have {@ 
ken the Liberty to addreſs them 

to you this Way ſomething more 

particularly than to the ref of | 
Mankind, as a Teſtimony of peculiar 
Ne ſpect. Good Senſe and Good Na- 
5 A 2 ture 
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” DEDICATION. 
ture are Qualities allowed you j 
and they are two of the beſt Quali- 
ties that can meet together. One of 
them wall enable you to judge if there 
1 any Thing here jit to entertain 
you ; the other will make you wil- 
ling to be pleas d with every Thing 
that has any Right to pleaſe you; 
 avhich is all that T ought to de- 
fire of you or any Man living. One 
Thing 1 am pretty ſure of, that 
you are Jo good an Engliſhman, 
fuch a Friend to Liberty, and our 
Eabliſiment founded upon it, and 
aefien'd to preſerve it, that you 
will be difjatisfy'd with nothing in 
the Poems upon publick Occaſions, 
zus what I' am diſfſatisfy d with 
| m their being fo unequal to their 
a Subjects. 


DEDICATION. 
Subjects. Nor do I greatly. appre- 
hend that in the Pieces that fol. 
low thoſe, there will be much to ap- 
pear offen/rve or ungrateful to you, 
any farther than they bl hap- 
pen ( which I fear will be too of 
ten) to he unhandſomely fancied, or 
weakly executed. I ſhall be very 
ſorry if this Collection upon any 
Account ſhall paſs ſo ill in the 
Opinion of the World, to make 

the Preſent look mean, or ſe 
à Diſgrace to you. But it —- 
be a Pleaſure indeed, ſhould it ſuc- 
ceed ſo well to give me a Pro- 
 Jpedt of having our Names carry d 
down to Poſterity together. For 
by all I have heard, as well as 
what I know of you, it muſt. be 
| an 


DEDICATION, 
an Honour to me to be known by 
future Times to have been, as by 
be preſent Times to be, what ve- 
ry /mmcerely, and ( hope 1 may 
ſay) even affeftionately I am, | 


S 1. 
Your moſt Faithful, 
and moſt Obedient 


Humble Servant, 


JohN GLANVILI. 


AI length I execute the Deſign I 
long ago entertained, of collect- 
ing one Time or other, and 
publiſhing together what Poems 
I had made upon publick Occa- 
ſions, both thoſe which had been 
ſeparately printed already, and others that had 
never appeared before. But neither did I think 
of the Thing at firſt, nor have performed it 
at laſt out of any vain Conceit of the Poems 
themſelves; but venturing to hope they might 
paſs for a while, and conſidering they were in- 
tended to do what Honour I could to Perſons 
and Actions that deſerve to be had in everlaſt- 
ing Remembrance, I was willing to be known 
(as long as any Thing of mine could laſt to 
make me known) for ſuch an one as, I truſt, 
oP wil repreſent me to be. For I have en- 
deayour'd 
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deavour d to imprint upon them the Character 
of an honeſt Man, and a Lover of my Country; 
an Honourer of ſuch Princes, a Friend to ſuch 
Counſels, and Adherer to ſuch Principles, as 
ſtudied, as tended, as are fitted to promote the 
Glory of the Nation, the Intereſt of the Com- 
munity, and the Good of Mankind. A Cha- 
racter (as far as it belongs to me) which I va- 
lue much more than that of the beſt Poet in 


Cbriſtendom, had it been in my Power to ob- 


tain it. To ſecure my Integrity the better, I 
have laboured (a ſtrange Thing in a Poet) to 
decline all Flattery as much as poſſible. And 
perhaps the Suſpicion of any Tranſgreſſion in 
that Reſpect ought there to be leaſt, where the 
Praiſe runs freeſt and fulleſt, I writ as I be- 
lievd, and as I till believe in almoſt every Inſtance. 
Where I had any Jealouſies (and ſome I had 
which have been plentifully confirmed) I was 
more cautious ; and I fear it will appear a ri- 
diculous Nicety, when I ſay I was very hard 


put to it upon ſome Occaſions to write what 


was neceſſary and decent, and yet juſtify my 
ſelf to my own Thoughts in what I wrif. 
The Poem upon the Times after the Peace of 


 Ryſwick, and the Ode that follows, were begun 


ſoon after the Death of King Muliam, and the 
Materials provided in my Mind. But I quick- 
ly left off both, and did not effectually reſume 
and finiſh them till the prefent Reign, How- 
ever, I believe there is nothing in either, to 
betray their being made ſo late. For as I form- 
ed them in a great Meaſure upon the firſt Mo- 
dels, fo I took Care to avoid the Abſurdity of 
022: FR | putting 
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putting in any Thing incongruous to the Time 


they relate to. The Verſes upon His preſent Ma- 


jelty's Acceſſion and Entry were made that Win- 
ter, and 1 was then advis d to print them, but J 
reſolvd they ſhould ſtay till F could publiſh 
the Collection I intended; which the Ability 
of a Nephew of mine to take Care of the Ic. 
preſſion hath now enabled me to do at a2 
great Diſtance from the Preſs. The Pocm 
concerning the laſt War, the Reader, who c- 
ver read it before, will find cnlarged, but not 
with one Line new. written, tho with many 
that were omitted in the Print, chiefly for 
want of Room. Both as it is now, and as it 
was then, it may perhaps be ſaid that King 
William and Queen Elizabeth are in Effect 
the Hero and Heroine of the Piece. Be it ſo. 
And yet it is poſſible there may be in it as much 
Praiſe (I mean as to the Matter, not the Poetical 
Dreſs ) both for her late Majeſty, and her Gene. 
ral as really belonged to either. No Man more 
rejoic'd in the Victories and Glory that were 
then gained, than my ſelf, But I was not fo 


dazled wirh the Splendor as to have my Judg- 
ment · blinded by it. And the wretched In- 


ſults upon the Memory of that brave King, and 
the utual Triumphs over it, upon thole Occaſi- 
ons (nay upon much lets Occaſions) were ſuf⸗ 
ficiently- proyoking to one who reverenc'd, who 
loved him living, and who quickly began to 
reverence him yet more after he was dead. 
And therefore 1 reſolv'd to do him what Juſ- 
tice I could, and to give him the Part and Place 


which he has in that Poem. There is a Simile in 


a it 
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when taken out of Virgil too, is Compariſon 
heroick enough for the greateſt Conqueror in 


true) I confeſs now, as I did then, that I was 


ARE ACRE 


it about a Lover and his Miſtreſs, which may 
ſeem too low for the Buſineſs it is brought in 
to reſemble, as alſo to be ſomewhat indecent. 
I will not here appeal to the Fine Gentlemen, 
whether they will allow that an Affair with 
a pretty Lady can be too low a Compariſon, 
or whether the amorous Conflict is not rather 
diſgraced by being likencd to the barbarous 
Encounters of ſo ungallant a Thing as War, 
The Anſwer I gave to one who made both 
the Objections, when all was in Manuſcript, 
muſt be my Anſwer now to thoſe who ſhall 
make them again; that I was very well aware of 
them; but conſidered, as to the firſt, that the 
Simile related to the Vanquiſhed more than to 
thoſe that overcame, and that there was ano- 
ther for the Duke of Marlborough in the Lines 
that tollowed ſoon after from the Application 
of the Combat between Entellus and Dares. 
And ſure no Critick upon Earth will diſpute 
but that a Prize of Boxing or of Quarter-ſtaff, 


urope. As to the Indecency, (as far as it is 


pleasd with the Image, and could no more re- 
ſiſt the Temptation, than the Lady introduced, 
in the Simile could hers, For the Verlifica- 
tion which may be called the mechanical Part 
of. Poetry ) of theſe or any other of my Com- 
poli tions, I have not been very ſollicitous to 
ſhape it always after the modern Faſhion, by 
bringing it to that extreme Eaſineſs, and per- 
n Evenncls, which, is grown. ſo ne 

; Or 


Nor have 1 guided myſelf by any Rules which 
ſcemed to me fanciful or arbitrary, nor indeed 
by any but my own Ear and my own Reaſon, 
which may often have deceived me. T-will not 
touch upon particulars. The Criticiſm in this 
Matter lies in a little Room, and the Ear of an 
intelligent Reader, who has the Skill to obſerve 
the Stops and Breaks of the Verſe without ex- 
petting them always in or near one Place, to lay 
the Streſs upon the Words and Syllables where 
the Emphaſis ſhould be and was deſigned, and 
who will not be too ſoon out of Breath, if he 
is obliged to'go a little farther than uſual to reach 
the End of a Sentence, is the proper Judge. 
What to ſuch an one appears harſh, inharmonious, 
or difficult in my Meaſures (which probably will 
be a great deal) may be imputed to the Mil 
takes or Inadvertence of a Writer, who regard- 
ed his Senſe in the firſt Place, his Expreſſion 
in the next, and his Numbers but in the laſt; 
and who poſſibly ſometimes knew not how, and 
often would not take the Pains to turn them 
finer or more nicely, eſpecially if there were 
any Danger by it of weakening either of the 
other two. I pretend not to play with the Graces 
and Exactneſs of a Maſter, content if I may be 
allowed a tolerable Hand for a Gentleman, 

- Thefe Pieces, though pretty numerous, and 
moſt of them pretty long, were not yet ſuffi- 
cient to furniſh out a juſt Volume. And there- 
fore to make up one that ſhould be ſo, I have 
ſubjoined others, both Originals and Tranſla- 
rions. - The Originals chiefly relate to that Paſ- 
8 Which Mr. Dryden ſomevrhete obſerves 
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makes almoſt every Man in Youth a Rhymer, 


might do ſufficient and ample Juſtice to their 
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tho' not a Poct. As there arc a good Number 
of this Sort, I doubt 1 ought, to be aſhamed 
to ſay they arc not all. But they are all that 
1 think fit to expoſe at preſent, or ever de- 
ſign to do in my Life-Time. What Diverſity 
may be in the Manner of them is, I preſume, 
beſt to be accounted for from the Difference 
of Temper:l was in at the Times when I made 
them. 1 would fain hope that few of them 
will appear to be written in cold Blood, or 
out ot the Way of Nature. To guard againſt 
that, I have gcncrally, if not always, avoided 
all that Exceſs of Humility, and Extravagance of 
Praite which arc fo ordinary in. Verſes of this 
kind, I own 1 was never made for Idolatry 
of any ſort, and ever thought a Man might be 
a very good Servant to his Miſtreſs, as weil as 
a vcry good Subject to his Prince, tho' he treat- 
cd one as a very Woman, and the other as a 
Deing of the fame Species with himſelf, and 


Merit without degrading fictitious Deitics or real 
Mortals for their fakes, in order to give to one 


or the other the firſt Place at their reſpective 
Tables, and cxalt them to a Height which 'tis 


ten to one may. be far aboye their proper Situ- 
ation. But then on the other Side, if the Deſires 
many Times are apparently irregular ; if the 
Aims arc levelled too directly at the laſt End 
of Lovers, and the Perſuaſives are built too 
much upon the Foundations of Fleſh and Blood, 
for the very politeſt and tendereſt Sort of Rea- 
ders; in ſhort, if there is frequently more of the 
| Libertine 
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Libertine than the Lover; I have not much to 
add to what I have ſaid in the laſt of the original 
Copies, and which is deſigned as an Epilogue 
to all the reſt. As far as the Precedents of for- 
mer Poets, and the Faſhion of the Age ever 
ſince before I was able to write or read a Verſe, 
may be an Excuſe, I am ready to lay hold, 
and ſhall be glad to have the Advantage of it. 
The moſt faulty Paper amongſt them all would 
be that to a married Lady, if it were real. 
For, without conſidering the Obligations of the 
Unengaged, Contracts and Covenants are doubt- 
leſs to be regarded, But in Truth it is a Thing 
in the Air, writ too lately, to be ſuſpected tO 
be done with any Deſign, except the ſix firſt Lines 
which were made Indeed at an Age, when the 
Wildneſs of Youth is too apt to make us a Sort 
of Human Bcaſts, that regard more the Freſhneſs 
and Beauty of the Paſture in View, than the 
Fences that muſt be broke through to get at it. 
And as the Lady, ( real or imaginary) to whom 
it is ſeemingly directed, is of that Sort that may 
juſtify the moſt familiar Addreſſes (as far as they 
can be juſtifyed at all) ſo the Sophiſtry of all the 
former Part is ſufficiently given up at the latter 
End, to make Way for better Doctrine, and 
it muſt be acknowledged by all, that in one 
part or other good Advice is given. However 
theſe Things be, or whatever Failure in reſpect 
of perfect Purity and Innocence, I hope there is 
nothing coarſe to be found any where, ( which 
yet may very well be without downright naked- 
nels of Expreſſion ) little or nothing to offend 

againſt 


N 
againſt Decency ; at leaſt if an * Author of Qua- 
lity enough to underſtand Good Breeding has de- 
cided right, in his Eſay upon Poetry, that warm 
Thoughts of Pleaſure can neither ſhock the 
Chaſteſt, nor cloy the Niceſt. 

It may not be amils, perhaps, to ſay ſomething 
of the Verſes upon the Honourable Mrs. Ferney, 
afterwards Mrs. Bowes, and now unhappily, as 
to this World, Nothing ; 1 mean with Regard to 
the Compariſon in it between her and our Sa- 
viour, which may look too bold ar firſt Sight. 
I confeſs ingenuouſly that to preſerve the Scrip- 
tures and Things ſacred in their moſt extreme 
Veneration, it would be better all ſuch Uſe of 
them were let alone. But the Liberty has been 
taken, and ſuffered, and I doubt I have not in- 
clined to be more ſcrupulous than the reſt, Mr. 
Cowley, who ſeems to have been a very good 
Man, as well as an excellent Poet, has uſed this 
Freedom, if J remember, pretty plentifully. As 
his Fancy was very luxuriant, and flew every 
where, he could not deny that wanton Bee any 
Flower it found and had a mind to ſuck its Ho. 
ney from, For the Caſe in Hand; it may be 
- remarked that Mrs. Yerney's Verſes which occa- 
ſtoned mine, were upon a ſacred Subject, and 
taken out of Scripture too. Had they been of 
a lighter Nature, I am confident I ſhould not 
then have uſed ot thought of the Compariſon, 
Again, the Parallel is barely in the ſingle Cir+ 
nn of Years, and their being boden 05 
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ty extraordinary Perſons at à very uncommon 
Age, without the leaſt Intimation of any Equa- 
lity or Proportion in their Endowments. Then 
to avoid any mean Expreſſion concerning the 
Lord Jeſus, being neceſſitated to name Him 
Child, 1 have added the Epither, Godlike, to it; 
and when I ſay of Mrs. Verneys Wit, that for 
the Strangeneſs of it, we were ready to cry out 
with Admiration that it muſt be inſpired and 
more than humane, ( which the Inſpiration fan- 
cifully attributed ro Poets makes the more -pro- 
per) they that conſider the Nature of Simili- 
tudes will preſently diſcern that this is to be 
carried back to the other Part (as it was indeed 
put in for that very purpoſe) tho I could not 
ſay it directly of thoſe who were aſtoniſhed 


at the early Underſtanding of Feſis, becauſe 


St. Luke, from whom I was to copy, gives no 
Hint of any ſuch Thing. But the chief Con- 
ſideration is, that St. Luke ( whoſe Proſe I have 
only put into Verſe, and that without any Di- 
minution ) undoubtedly ſpeaks in this Place of 
our Saviour in his Human Nature, unleſs a God 


Stature. And as he ſpeaks, ſo do I. So that 
upon the Matter, it is no more, or very lit- 
tle more, than if a Youth in the firſt Engage- 
ment he was in, had Hand to Hand ſlain an 
old and eminent Warrior, and I in Poetry had 
applyed the Story of David and Goliah to the 
Occaſion. It may be ſaid that all this ſquints 
towards Socinianiſin: But it is perfectly certain 
that I had not the leaſt Thought of Sociniani ſin 
at that Time, but only of the Diſtinction of 
7 


can be ſuppoſed to increaſe in Wiſdom and 


tke 


r 
the two Natures, which Divincs are obliged to 
have Recourſe to; as in the Caſe of the Day 


of Judgment, which the very ſame Perſon, the 


Son, is allowed to be ignorant of (as Man) 
becauſe he himſelf has ſo declared, and yet 
to know it certainly, becauſe being not only 
God, but the ſame God with the Father, he 
cannot be imagined ignorant of any thing. 
Theſe Things are not Evaſions and Palliations 
invented afterwards to ſalve a raſh Error, but 
were actually in my Mind, and influenced me 
Whilſt I was forming the Paſſage, I was care- 
ful to manage the Matter with all poſſible Ten- 


derneſs, and the rather, becaule 1 knew very 


well both who I writ of, and who l was ſen- 
ding to. One | had not the Honour to know 
perſonally, but had been told very extraordina- 
ry Things of her every Way, And as from 
the Paraphraſe of hers, the Reading of which 
ſet me on writing, ſhe was apparently a young 
Lady of great Piety, as well as Genius, ſo it 
was not to be doubted but ſhe Was entirely or- 
thodox ; for I never in my Life heard of an 
Herctick of eleven Years old that was not fo 


. bred. The other I knew to be truly religious, 


and free from all Suſpicion of Irregulariry in 
Faith. At ſuch a Time, and in regard to ſuch 
Perſons, no modeſt Man would write what he 
thought derogatoty to the Divinity of a Beitig 


they "adored. © If I could be content to be a He- 


retick, I would not be ill-bred. And yet, that 
no one may have the leaſt Share in an 


ſmalleſt Cenſure that may fall on me, I 7 #1 
own, the Perſon” to whom J communicated thoſe 
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Verſes, did diſrcliſh that Part of them, and, af- 
ter my having urged the Subſtance of what 1 
have here writ for giving Satisfaction, would 
ſtill be glad if it could be left out. But it is 
impoſſible. The One Blot of Martial that 
ſtrikes out the Whole, is the only Correction 
that can be. As to the Stanzas upon the 
Friendſhip between three Ladies the Uſe of 
the Word Trinity in the firſt, and the Simili- 
tude from the Trinity itſelf in the laſt, are 
confeſſed to be much too free, and not to be 
excuſed, much leſs juſtifyed by their being writ 
in the Careleſsneſs of Youth, when I was at 
moſt but twenty-two Years of Age. Tho I 
have not thought them faulty enough to ſup- 
preſs them, yet I could wiſh they were to be 
read only by thoſe who can allow. even ſuch 
Poctical Licence. If they are ſhocking to the 
moſt ſerious and religious, I ſhall not wonder, 
I can only entreat their Pardon for having oc- 
caſioned their being ſhocked. 

The Tranſlations follow, made from moſt 
of the Latin Pocts, and from all the beſt of 
them. As they were done at great Diſtances 
of Time, ſo they are done in different Man- 
ners; ſome more ſtrictly, ſome looſely and pa- 
raphraſtically ; all ſo accommodated, (where there 
was Occaſion, and it could be proper) as to 
"Perſons, Places, and other Circumſtances, as if 
the Roman Poet were writing in England at 
the Time when I turned him into our Lan- 
guage. In every Thing elſe I have endeavour- 
ed to keep to the Senſe fairly, and to open it 


fully, and ſometimes where Commentators have 
b = differed 
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difffered, as to the Meaning of a Paſſage, and 
cach Senſe was good and valuable, I have ex- 
preſſed them both. I muſt except here the Ode 
1 tranſlated with Relation to the late Mr. Mayle, 
in which J have changed the moral Qualitics 
alcribed to Quintilius into Qualifications of the 
Underſtanding chiefly, becauſe they were thoſe 
for which Mr. Moy/e was ſo peculiarly emi- 
nent. And inſtead of the Perſon to whom 
Horace addreſsd, I ſubſtituted myſelf, who had 
as much Reaſon to be concern'd for loſing 
him, as Loſs of Pleaſure from his Wit, and 
Improvement from his Learning could create a 
Concern. I have ventured to do ſome Things 
from Lucan after Mr. Rowe, from Virgil even 
after Mr. Dryden; and one from Lucretius 
both after Mr. Cre:ch and Mr. Dryden. But 
as it will be plain; to thoſe who compare the 
Verſions, that I have borrowed from neither, 
ſo I pretend to vy with no Man either dead 
or living. I always writ to entertain myſelf; 
and what I publiſh is with ſome Hopes I may 
a little entertain others. Some may like to | 
read ſuch detached Pieces, who may not have 
| - Appetite 'to go through the whole of an an- 
x cient Author, or even one whole Book of him; 
U and others may not be diſſatisfied to ſee the 
9 various Faſhions in which the ſame Matter 
ik may be dreſſed. If I have diſſented from either 
of them, as to the Meaning of our Authors, 
| (as I doubt I have, both in Cato's Speech, and 
| in the Fragment out of the ſixth Book of the 
EAXntid) I leave it to the Learned to judge 
who Is the miſtaken Perſon. The three Ele- 
FC. gles 
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gies out of Ovid's Amours were printed as long 
ago as the Year 1685, in the Oxford Miſcella- 
ny. So were the Choruſſes out of the Aga- 
memnon and the Hercules Furens of ; Seneca, 
the laſt by Miſtake under the Name of bran- 
cis Willis. But they all needed much Revi- 
ſion in ſeveral Reſpects. So as they appear 
now, it is neither the old Tranſlation, nor a 
new one, but a Mixture of both. But the 
Review was made with ſo faint a Reliſh, that 
tho' they may now be ſomewhat better than 
they were, yet I doubt they ſtill need to bt 
much better than they are. I hope none will 
conclude from the Tranſlation of the Chorus 
in the Troas of the ſame Tragedian that I am 
an Infidel as to a Future State and the Immor- 
tality of the Soul. Tis not but that taking 
Things only Philoſophically ( and with Regard 
to Heathen Authors we can take them no o- 
therwiſe ) a Man may accidentally have ſome 
Sceptical Moments, tho hardly any ſettled Un- 
belief. But the Subject Matter of what one 
tranſlates is no good Indication that the Tran- 
ſlator agrees to the Sentiments and Doctrine 
that are repreſented in the Tranſlation. All 
that can be collected from thence is, that the 
Original, as to the Manner or Dreſs, made ſo 
far an Impreſſion upon him in the Reading, 
that he judged it worth dwelling upon ſo long 
as to tranſlate it into another Language. In 
Truth the Sight of the latter Part of that Chorus 
done by the famous Earl of Rocheſter invited 
me to undertake the Whole; and, if I do not 
miſremember, it was the firſt Tranſlation Jever 

b 2 attempted. 
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attempted. And when I offered it to be pub- 
liſhed ( as it was in the Fourth Miſcellany) 
I conſidered, if I recollect aright, that tho' the 
total Mortality of Man was fully aſſerted, yet 
it was only aſſerted, without the leaſt Shadow 
of Argument to ſupport it; and ſo it could 
ſi ignify Nothing. For it is Sophiſtry, and not 
barc Aſſertion that does the Miſchief. I have 
likewiſe turned into Engliſh, part of Pythago- 
ras's Lecture in the Metamorphoſes of Ovid, 
(and that many Years before Mr. Drydern's 
Verſion appeared amongſt his Fables) and part 
of the ſixth Book of Virgil, both treating alſo 
of the State of the Soul after its Separation from 
the Body. And as the three Accounts are ve- 
ry different from each other, one cannot believe 
them all, but may very well believe neither, 
and that is it which I do. 

I he latter Part of the ſecond Satyr of Perſius 
I have applyed pretty frankly, and have carryed 
Things ſomething farther than a Verſion requi- 
red, both which may be diſguſting to ſome. 
Bur I ſhall frame no Excuſe for cither. For I 
make no Scruple to declare that I eſtcem the 
- carrying abour in our Minds an awful Senſe 
of the ſupreme Being, as a Principle to influ- 
ence out Actions, to be the chief Work and 
Buſineſs of Religion, and out of all Proportion 
prefetable to any coſtly Inſtances of Devotion, 
Ccremoniouſneſs of Worſhip, or even much 
direct Application to God himſelf. And tis a 
wonfler tliat any diſintereſted Perſon ſhould think 
otherwiſe, - who really believgs that the Deity 


wants nothing of us, and knows beforchand 
1 „„ 
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what we Want of him, and is no more to be 
moved by our much Speaking, than he is to 
be informed by our Speaking at all. Such 
Addreſſes indeed are approved, and command - 
ed, and are therefore not to be neglected, and 
doubtleſs there was a Reaſon for the Command. 
But otherwiſe the Reaſon of the Thing itſelf, 
abſtracted from the Command, is hard to be di- 
ſcerned. But enough of theſe Things. The 
Religion, the Morality, the Politicks, the Po- 
etry of what I here truſt the World with, I 
leave them all to the Perſons of Candour and 


good Senſe, who of themſelves will approve 


and defend what is to be approved, and de- 
fended, and what is not, I am not deiirous they 
ſhould either defend or approve, Let, not any 
one dream this is ſaid out of Arrogance, as if 
I preſumed I ſhould want no Favour. I am con- 
fident I ſhall need a great deal upon many Occaſi- 
ons, and upon many Accounts. But ] take it tobe 
an impudent Thing to expect, any Man ſhould think 
or ſtrive to think wrong for my ſake, or ſeem 
to think otherwiſe than he inwardly does, be- 
cauſe it may be for my Convenience he ſhould 
do ſo. To read without Prejudice is all onc 
ſhould requeſt, becauſe it is all one can demand. 
Perhaps too, if a Man had a mind to be artful, 

the readieſt Way; to get to be treated indulgent: 
ly, is frankly to leave our Judges to themſelves. 
And after all, they muſt and will be leſt to 
themſelves whether we will or no. However, 
he deſerves at leaſt to find Juſtice wha is ſo im- 
K to 3 to deſire no more. 
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I Tm the Tear 1697, 


ALIANT, and wiſe, with Fame 
and Conqueſts bleſt ; 


Dl 4,4 _ 7 
22 1 «Mi! \ G. 
or LETT "IX 
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E 5 | 
7 1 Theſe Titles have by others been 


l poſſeſt. 

Tamerlane, Cæſar, forty Braves before, 

As much have ventur d, or have vanquiſh'd more. 
Fame's a cheap Prize, about in common hurl'd, 


The Lot of evry Buſtler of the World, 


Valour's a Vice, injuriouſly purſu'd, | 
And Wiſdom, oft, but Cunning to delude. 
B Theſe 
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If Foes to Right, and — 50 to Tyranny : 


Were but Thy wrongful Means to compaſs more; 
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Purſuing gen rous Ends, by gen rous Ways; 


(2) 


Theſe have been mourn'd in moſt, and 278 i 
thee, 


— 2 


If fraudful Counſels, to promote Thy Spoil, 
Labour 'd ill-liſtning Nations, to embroil: _ 
If vain Ambition led Thy Arms, and Power 


(Whilſt the falſe Hero, frantickly poſſeſt, 
Others diſturbing, gave himſelf no Reft,) 

But when Thy Arms, Thy Counſels, and Thy State, 
(To ſhew Thee truly and entirely Great) 
Protect, not harm, and bravely arc apply'd, 
To raiſe the Proſtrate, and to humble Pride; 


When thoſe, and thoſe alone, Thy Foes we find, 


Who too, arc Foes of Nature, and Mankind; 


"When all Thy juſter Policies delight, 


Not to divide the World, but to unite; 
When chuſing Peace, or animating War,” 


The publick Good, is till Thy private Cite; : 


When thus Thou tread'ſt unqueſtion'd Paths of 
Praiſe, | 


This 


4 


This noble Uſe, this Majeſty of Soul 

Exalts the Reſt, avd dignifics the Whole: 

To Rarer Honour a Superiour Claim 

Erects, and gives Diſtindtion to Thy Fame. 

Then, when the Nations view thy wide-ſtretch'd 
Pow'r, 

They view with Pleaſure, and they with it more; 

Joy in Thy Conduct, which ſo wiſcly knows 

To vanquiſh Obſtacles, and fruſtrate Foes, 

An equal Stream, that ſilent flows and ſtrong, 

Bears up all Weight, and drives all force along; 

Thy Courage charms us then, or when to wield 

The Sword, it bears Thee boiling to the Field; 

Or when it wings thy gen'rous Haſt, nor Stay 

Allows, tho' Nature would forbid Thy Ways 

Not letting Wintcr Winter be to Thee, 

But mocking Hazards of a frozen Sea; 

Where Ice, and Cold, Thy Ardour but inflame, 

And darkning Miſts, give Luſtre to Thy Fame. 

Then, fond of all, we every Talent bleſs, 

In each the Hero viſible, confeſs ; 

B 2 | Then 


— — 
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Then a ſhy Muſe, that timerous of Praiſe, 


Wou' d to vain Idols, Altars ſcorn to raiſe, 


Her Incenſe brings, and daring Thee to ſing, 
The Conqu'ror hails, the Peace-maker, and King, 


A King, Whom Fate a Sovereign wou d- ad- 
vance, 

Not by ſo low a Means as Birth, and Chance: 
A King petition'd to accept of Power, 
And rule a State, Thy Arms preſerv'd before. 
Of old, when Perſeus freed the lovely Maid, 
He ſet his Price, and bargain'd for his Aid: 
View'd the chain'd Beauty with deſiring Eycs, 
And ask'd the Victim as the Victor's Prize. 
Nobler by Thee was the fair Iſle reliev'd, 


Not claim'd and paid, but offer'd and receiv'd. 


Let thoſe court Empire, who want Empire's State; 
The Hero needs no Throne to make him Great: 
Owcs his own Arm, what Glory can afford, 
Nor Scepter ſees ſo ſhining as his Sword, 


Him Empire courts, Kingdoms on him rely, 


| And to His Sword, Scepters for Refuge fly. 


Sure 


Sure Liberty we ſaw in Thy Command, 
Nor fear'd Protection from ſo ſtrong a Hand; 


Whilſt well we judg'd ( nor did in vain depend) 
That he who could deliver cou'd defend. 


T' Event has anſwer'd with ſo kind Succeſs, 

We want no more, and Thou wou'dſt give noleſs. 

Thou mak'ſt our Ends attain'd, our Wars to 
ceaſe; | 

Thou mad'ſt to us thoſe very Wars be Peace. 

At Home ſecur'd, untroubld from Abroad, 

Hoſtility forbid, and Faction aw'd. 

Not ſo Hibernian Plains th' injurious Foc 

Eſcap'd, nor Caledonian Mountains ſo ; 

A ruder Fate they found, their Sanguine ſhare, 

Were Fields of Triumph, but were Fields of War. 

So tho' Jore rules, are harmful Tempeſts hurl'd, 

Vexing his diſtant and inferiour World : 

But where th' Imperial God his Court maintains, 

That Region's ſafe, there Peace unalter'd reigns: 

No Storm may riſe, that Quiet to impair 3 


Nor will he need to uſe his Thunder there. 
Such 


— 1 Cm m_m—_ 


| Such the ſure Calm, fo placid, and ſerene, 
Of our bleſt Seat has been the gentle Scene. 
Aloft Thy Shelter o'er the Land diſplay'd, I 
We fate below, and wanton'd in Thy Shade, 
If Danger e er preſum d to gro more bold, 1 
It could not reach, and ſcarce alarm'd Thy Fold. 
Then too the Foe took care to let us ſee, 
From Thy watch'd Abſence, what we owe to 
Thee. 
Car'd not t' approach, when we might have 
Thee here, 
But in his very Daring ſhew'd his Fear, 
Thus all own'd Thee, the Guardian of our State 
By Thee made ſafe, and by Thee too made Great. 
Great, as when fam'd in noble former Days, 
Our War was Honour, and our Peace was Praiſe; 
- Ere erring Int'reſts in inglorious Times, 
Eaſe and Contention made alike our Crimes ; 
Great, as when we fo wiſely knew to do 
Our own at once, and the World's Buſineſs too. 
Such are the Glories which thou doſt reſtore 3 
Such Policies, ſuch Warfare, and ſuch Power. 
2 England 
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England once more is England, and Thy Reign 
Has ſeen her act her brave old Part again 
Ballance wild Power, that would too far prevail, 
Lend her important Weight, and poize the Scale, 
Again her Arms for Freedom have appear d, 
Again in Belgian Plains been lovd and fear d, 
Her Vouth rejoycing to the Field did go, 

To gain new Honours from her ancient Foes + 


Whilſt under Thee ſhe traffick d for a Name, | 


Dealt with vain Wealth for large Returns in Fame. 


Hete cou'd ſhe ſee a conquering Navy come, 


Full fraught with never-fading Laurels home : 


There how unrivall d, th' Ocean all her own, 
She rode at large, triumphantly alone. 

As when a Soveraign Lion, ſternly great, 
Ranges a Lybian Waſt in martial State, 

His vanquiſh'd Rival ſought, but ſought in vain, 
Cloſe in ſome ſheltring Cave reſigns the Plain, 
There if he hear the Conqueror dreadful roar, 
He ſhrinks in further, and he trembles more: 


147 
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Mindful of former Wounds, while no raſh Heat 
Riſes to tempt him to a new Defeat: 
Such was the Scene then on the watry Plain; 
So did Thy awful Fleets poſſeſs the Main, 
On Indian Seas thy Flags were ſcen renown'd, 
And aid. lad C Coaſts heard Thy dread Cannon 
ſound. * 
Then how we lord to ſee proud "ING afraid! 
The Tuſcan Duke, and Adriatick Maid 
Send, and make court, and fawn upon Thy Pow'r 
Which ill they thought not their Concern before, 
So, the Clouds heard to murmur from afar, . 
The diſtant Sound mayn't give the Impious care; 
| But as the colling Terror moves more near, 
They ſhrink, and bow, and own the Thunderer. 
Let ftrang Ambition make the Nations bend, 
And Oer the Vaſſal Earth its ſway extend, 
[Tis narrow all to the unbounded Se, 
And who reigns there, the mighty Monarchs He. 


Yet = not Oceans limit Thy Commands : 


—— —— 
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Kingdoms with Thee, Thy Armies have o'er-run, 
And Forts contriv d, to mock Aſſailants, won 3 
There, where noBars'cou'd their hot courſe reſtrain; 
But Hills, and Rocks, and Walls, and Troops were 


vain: 5 

Thoſe too ſo ſtrong, that theſe they ſcarce requir d, 
So num'rous theſe, that ill they thoſe deſir d. 
What Toils deſpis d! what miracles perform'd! 
What threatning Works, how inſolently ſtorm'd! 
How eaſy twere the maſter'd World t' o'crcome, 
Once Pyrrhus ſaid, for cither me or Nome! 5 
For me with Roman Soldiers to my Aid, 
For Rome with me her great Commander made. 
What Hopes might then by Thee, and us be fed! 
By Thee ſo follow 'd, and by us ſo led! 
If we at leaſt can well the Romans be, 
More than the Pyrrhus, we poſſeſs in Thee. 
Like him unwearied, gen'rous Thou, and brave, 
Partak'ſt all Dangers, and no Toil wilt ſave. 
Like his, Thy Battles from their General ſhine, 

e And Thy ſelf wins the Vidtrics that are Thine. 
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Like him thou know ſt, but greater Things to gain; 
But unlike him Thou kuow'ſt tao; to retain. 
His Worth obtain d ( when Fate wau'd on him 
ſmile) - +: 530A tb! e 
From = willing Hands the fair Sicilian Iſle; 
More has Thine donc, and what his cou'd not do, 
Obtain d Thy Iſland, and preſery'd it too. 
When Peace he offer d to the Roman Pride, 
Claudius was heard, and Pyrrhus was deny d 
Thou had ſt to Thee th uncourted Proffer brought, 
And to Thy very Camp Thy Eriendſhip ſought: 
Then Peace was too a Bus neſs of the Field, 
And Armies ſaw the Gaul deſcending yield, 
Glad to compound, and let the World be free, 


Leave Thee Thy Kingdoms, and Thy Kingdoms 


Thee. 


Tis done, Contention and Debate are Oer, 


* * 


And Arms, and warlike Honours are no more. 
No more Thy martial Heat muſt warm the Field; 
No more Thy Sword needs be the Nation's Shield. 
No Boyne may now, compcll'd to yield Thee way; 
Submit, and give a Kingdom with the Day. 
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No Namure Tow'rs, that haughty mount the Sky, 

Shall ſtoop to raiſe Thy Trophies yet more high. 

But ruling Arts, and civil Conduct ſhewn, 

All that in Peace is by good Monarchs donc; 

The Wealth reſtor'd which - needful War hath 
drain d, 


And Luxury, its ſofter Foc, reſtrain d ; 


The Nation's Int'reſt watchfully purſu'd, 

The Court inſpected, and the State reviewed. 
Law which reform'd, ſhall Senſe and juſtice be, 
Nor vex'd with Arts, nor loſt in Nicety; 
Commerce well ſcttled, as well underſtood, 
Not rul'd by private Gain, but publick Good ; 
Theſe left Thee ſtill, ſhall ample Glories bring, 
And tho' the Soldier's paſt, make great the King. 
Oh might we but hope too, (nor hope in vain ) 
Our ancient Eugliſß Manners to regain; 

Might Sterling Honeſty once more be prais d, 
Reſtor'd, and to its noble Standard raio d; 

Then the Coin fam d Reform ſhould be a poor 


Atchievement, and appear a Baaſt no more; 
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The greater Glory ſhould the leſs deface, 
To purer Virtue ſtill the Silver Baſe. 
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And this ſhall be, degenerate Fraud ſhall die, L 
And artleſs Faith, and old Simplicity ; | 
Revive, and baniſh all thoſe thouſand Ways, 4 | 
By which falſe Man his Fellow Man betrays. ; | 
|| Then Golden Times ſhall once again commence, 4 


(The firſt but Plenty were and Innocence) 
Thoſe Golden Times ſhall be acknowledg'd Thine, 
And, as our Money, with Thy Image ſhine ; 

| A Sctt of Years which taking Riſe from Thee, 
Shall make thy Reign another Epoche. 
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What Poets then ſhall ſing in grateful Lays, 
What happy Poets of thoſe happy Days ? 
How will they love the Beauties to reherſe! 


The flowry Scene to paint in flowry Verſe. 

Yet as they wander, in a gayer Strain, 

5 Oer the ſmooth Praiſes of Thy Halcyon Reign; 
Some too ſhall take a Pleaſure to look back, 
And of a rougher Fame a View ſhall take; 
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3 And vig rous ever ſince the Globe has bleſt ; 

2 How at Thy Riſe, ſurprize did all engage, 

To ſee Thee ſuch, ſurmounting all Preſage 

2 Daring, yet Cool; conceal'd, yet no Diſguiſe z 

& Steddy with Youth, without Experience, wiſe. 
How Thy own Holland Thou lo well didſt free; 


By others loſt, to be retreiv d by Thee; 


8 
From Thy firſt Start deduc d, Thy Deeds ſhall trace 
Through all th' Extent of the Heroick Race ; 
Shew how Thy Worth Thy Way toHonour made; 
A Worth obſcur'd, and breaking from a Shade : 
As when fair Light through hoſtile Chaos preſt, 


How in a larger Sphere advanc'd to ſhine, 

The leagu'd Affairs of half a World were Thine! 

What Actions here? What Virtues ſhall they ſee? 

What Faith? What Spirit? And what Conſtancy? 

When with a Fabian Firmneſs, ſtill the ſame, 

Thou kepr'ſt Thy Courſe, ſlighting, and gaining 
Fame. © 

Fixt in Thy Prudence, reſolute to Thy Ends, 

Nor tit d with mighty Focs, nor feeble Fri 
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Here, a fierce-Chicf ſnock d in his conqu'ring way, 

Shalt Thou ſtem Vict'ry, and reverſe the Day 

There a forc'd Camp expiring War ſhall crown ; 

An Act ſo bold it could be Thine alone. 

Grave, Narden, Bon, ſhall be renew'd to Fame, 

And all Thy Wonders a Regard (hall claim. 

A thouſand more of Brav'ry ſhall they find 

A thouſand of the Honour of Thy Mind ; 

That W rongs and Intereſt, cou'd alike diſdain, 

And throw back offer d Rule that wou d its Bright- 
nels ſtain, | 


Thoſe Jars aſleep, Thou ſhalt repoſe a while, 
Till new Alarms ſound to re-wake Thy Toil. 


Then rous'd afreſn, they Thee ſhall lead to War, 


With equal Ardour, and with cqual Carc. 


There later Scenes again ſhall full be ſhown ; 


All that thou haſt perform'd, and Europe known, 


Till now, once more of lovely Peace poſſeſt, 


She from Thy Labours re- injoys her Reſt. 

So when black Southern Clouds begin to pour 
impetuous down a wild deſtuctive Show'r, * 

; Then 


(15) 


Then from the North does the brave Boreas riſc, 
q A ready Champion, and aſſerts the Skies. 
5 What Conflicts then the ſuffering Air moleſt? 
© The Plains above groan with the ſtrong Conteſt. 
© The Face of Heavn ſhifts, various, to the View — 
: Half clear it (miles, then*gloomy frowns ane w; 
: The Wind perſiſts, is obſtinate and fierce; 
Till, tir; the Clouds grow willing to diſperſe ; | 
is Silence then; the warring Tempel ceaſe, 
„And the fair World, all calm, returns to peace. b 


| Encznia Templi Paulin Die Supplis 
| cations Pacis a Rege es 
© Tertwo Reſtitutæ ergo. 
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Ani olim ſolita eſt, Fanumque es, Paule, | 
Religione aperit, Pax meliore, Taxi... 

22 Jarte bona Felix, atq; Omine ge 1 

| ceApgredtens Hilaris fic pietatis. Opus. 
| At Tu Pace Tua illuſtris, Guilielme Triumpha, 
Quam Pia dum digne. Gens celelrare cupit, 
Haud tot frefficiunt delubra Antiqua uolenti, 
Tam læto Officio Templa ſacrare nba. 
| A 
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Py” 1 SONG, 


Occa ſi red by a Manuſcript, ane of 
Mr. Dryden 's, /ince printed in the 
th Mz ſcellany, by the Name hi 
The Lady 8 Song. 


2774 14 5 eld, 
T H E happy Day came in the ne the 
„ ů „ oimay ad, . 

To which Milliam and 1 new . ſhould 

bring. 
FheRites wete prepared, tlie partners werecrown'd, 
And from Earth the loud Joy did to HeaV* uteſound. 
The warm God of War, and the gay Queen of Love 
Took the jolly Alarm, and look d down from above. 
They ſtaĩd not to gueſs, or their Gueſſes compare, 
- Yet He thought of the * and She thought of 

the Fair. N. 

Is: 

They quickly perceiv d they were both inthe right, 
For the Fair, and the Brave were concern'd i in the 


Sight. 


They 
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They view'd all the Glory, the Enſigns of State, 

The Pomp that did paſs, and the Crowds that did 
wait. 

There Two they beheld whom a Throne had made 
One, 

Compleating what Hymen, and Love had begun. 


b With Eaſe they diſtinguiſh'd ſo well known a Pair; 
¶ Scarce the God was ſo brave, or the Goddels ſo fair. 


III. 


Mars brighten'd his Air, ſhe kind Venus did ſmile ; 


| They bleſt, and rcjoic'd with their favourite Iſle. 
Preſaging new Triumphs of Arms, and of Love, 
They vow'd in this Cauſe to be Champions above; 
| While he by his Sword, and ſhe ſwore by her Eyes, 


That nothing cou'd be, or more juſt, or more wile. 


A Hero and Beauty the Scepter ſhould bear, 


Where the Swains were ſo brave, and the Nymphs 
were ſo fair. 


Of the Death of the QUE xx. 


In the Year 1694. 


8 O Orange fell, ſo Glouceſter went before; 
And She ſucceds to make thy Triumph more, 
| D Tyrant 


— 
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Boaſt now the Death of half a Royal Race. 


TLov d they all liv'd, and all lamented dy'd ; 


e 


* Tyrant Diſecaſe, that may'ſt, with rude Succeſs, 


In Blood, in Youth, in Worth, in Fate ally'd, 


But moſt the Queen, and juſtly She the moſt. 
As more the Kingdom, and as more She loſt ; 


Torn by Her rigid and ſeverer Fate, 


Not from dull Hopes, or from inferior State ; 


From Crowns poſſeſs d, and from Imperial Sway, 

Of willing Nations, begging to obey. | 

Which ſought, with Great Naſſau 's, Her ſoft Com. 
mand, F 

And thought their Scepter grac'd by ſuch a Hand, 

Raviſh'd ſhe went, from ill increaſi ing Pow ir, 

From taſted Triumphs and from Hopes of more: 

As when of old, in ſome Religious Wood, 

A tow' ring Oak, that ſovercignly ſtood, 

Mounting majcſtick, and ſublime above 

The Reſt, the ſacred Queen of all the Groye, 

Down, thunder-ſtruck, from all her Honours call, 

2 branching yet, they had an Age to laſt) 


— 


* The C a | 
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Fell a vaſt Ruin on the wounded Plain, 
Her the Bards mourn'd, her, every anxious Swain, 
That, faithful, there once glad Devotion paid, 
And fat with Joy beneath her grateful Shade; 
Concern'd for her, and her deploring more 
Than all, though noble they, that fell before; 
Griev d to reflect, as they beheld her ly, 
How her tall arms but now poſſeſt the Sky; 
Tax d ove himſelf, that his Imperial Tree 
Should not exempt from his own Thunder be. 
Nor leſs do we, th' ador d Maria's Fall 
Too hard, too cruel and untimely call ; 
Dare, for Her Sake, ill-reverenc'd Heav'n accuſe, 
Ask why ſuch Victims Death hath leave to chuſe; 
Say Tyrant, live and living, them we mourn, 
That they grow old who ne'er ſhou'd have been 

born; 
While thoſe, whom Virtue renders Gods below, 
Whom we, like Gods, cou'd wiſh immortal too, 
Forſake our Hopes, and leave vain Years behind, 
Defrauded of the Bleſſings they deſign d. 

D 2 Not 
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Not cvry where is Nature thus ſevere, 
The ncedful Sun that from his beamy Sphere 


| Cheers the glad World, a laſting State maintains, 


A thouſand Ages paſt, yet ſtill he reigns ; 
While fatal Comets, whoſe portentous Flame 
Does Wats, and Waſte, and ey'ry Ill proclaim, 
Like Mcteors paſs, their baleful Glories die, 
Aad they to better Stars reſign the Sky, 

Theſe are the murm'rings of the loyal Train, 
Whilſt unconcern'd not Foes themſelves remain. | 
They lend (for who ſo ſavage to forbear ? ) 

A Sigh of Pity to the Young and Fair ; 
To Beauty give what they refuſe the Queen, 
Who muſt, & have dy'd unwept, have dy'd unſeen, 

But above all is the ſad Poet's Woe; 

He grieves as Subject, and as Poet too. 


e ſaw Her Young, and hop'd to ſing Her long, 


A ſhining Part in each triumphant Song, 
Which, with Naſ/av's, Her Trophies ſhould record, 
And love the Eyes to equal to the Sword, 


( 21 ) 
Fond Bard! | 
No more ſhall he the happy Birth-Day ſing, 
Which gave new Pleaſure to the welcome Spring ; 
No more for Her th' illuſtrious Day ſhall greet, 
Which laid a proſtrate Empire at Her Feet; 
Promiſe the World, prophetical in vain, 
Long future Joys in an united Reign. 
Only, while pious, to attend her Herſe 
He brings the mournful Off ring of his Verſe; 

Her Fate condoling, the juſt Grief to raiſe, 

Once, this laſt time, he celebrates Her Praiſe; 
Tells Wonders of Her Face, and of Her Mind, 
How bright the Form, and bright the Reaſon ſhin'd; 
How lovely Looks, and a majeſtic Meen, 

Gave Her all Beauty's Title to be Queen; 

How, when ſhe ſpoke, all thought it Heav'n to hear, 
Bleſs d the ſoft Voice, and found the Goddeſs there; 
How She rais'd high, as high a Pattern ſhew'd, 

Of genꝰ rous Virtue ſet the noble Mode, 


With kind Indulgence waiting on Her Pow'r, 
So doing Good, as wanting to do more; 


(22) 
With free Humility that crown'd her State, 
A brave Deſcending that exalts the Great. 


There haughty Nymphs, who, in a meaner Sphere, 


Proud of their Height, or of their Luſtre were, 
Reproach'd, familiar Majeſty to view, 

Such matchleſ Beauty, yet ſo prideleſs too, 
From conſcious Shame a happy Cure did'gain, 
Diſmiſt their Scorn, and durſt no more be vain. 
He adds the calm Screneneſs of Her Mind, 
Like Æther rais'd above the Clouds and Wind: 
Her Charms till ſweetning with perpetual Grace, 
A Spring of Joy immortal in Her Face. 

He adds the' Soul that no Vain-glory knew, 
But ſcorn d the Flatt᷑ rer and the Flatt'ry too; 
The handſom Modeſty, in Courts ſo rare, 


Which, Praiſe ſo well deſery'd, ſo ill cou'd bear; 


The Love She to the happy Conſort bore, 
More worth than all the Crowns or Bays He wore. 
Nor he the Clemency forgets, nor he 

The Faith, nor he the well-known Piety. 


All, all he tells, Her ey'ry Praiſe imparts, 


Of yacant Hours ſhews the Palladian Arts; 
De- 
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Deſcribes'the Nation copying from the Court, 


Work made a Faſhion and become a Sport; 


While with no Dame, no Moments idly. fell, 


Spent all, through very Affectation well. 
But then He mounts aloft to greater Things, 
Of Rule, of Courage, and of Conduct ſings; 
Of gath'ring Faction ſilently ſuppreſs d, 


And unfear'd Dangers, that appear d and ceas d: 
How when the e the 9 World would 


ſhield, 
And fled the Court, impatient Joe the Field, 


His abſent Charge He emulous did ſuſtain ; - ' - 
He went to conquer, and She ſtaid to reign. 


To reign? to guard, to war, to vanquiſh too- 
This, Gallic Shores and humbled Louis knew, x 
His flying Ships that ſham'd their haughty Names, 
And * Royal Suns extinguiſh'd in her Flames. 


So the Athenian Progeny of Fove,  -, 


Though ſhe the mild, and peaceful Olive love, 


The skilful Goddeſs of each gentler Art, 


Yet ſhakes the Spear, and knows a martial Part ; 


3 1 


* The Admiral. Ship of France was called the Royal Sun. | 
| Troy 
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Troy fled her Arms, and taught by her to date; 
Did bold Tydides wound the God of War. 
Who dares Her Honours impiouſly blaſpheme, 
Or with Ambition tax the faultleſs Dame? 


| By every gen'rous Winter better taught, 


To right Her Virtue, and correct his Thought. 
Oh! how we lov'd ( that grateful Scaſon come 
That brought the Lord of all our Wiſhes Home ) 
To ſee the gen'rous Regent, cover'd o'er 

With juſteſt Glory for well-manag'd Power, 

Fly all in Joy to yield up a Command, 

Which pleas'd Her beſt when in His dearer Hand. 
Not ſo th * Aſſyrian Queen, when regnant made, 
Advanc'd to Rule, th Advancer ſhe betray d, 


By Guilt and Crimes too pleaſing Pow r maintain d; 


The Husband dy d, and the Wife impious reign'd ; 
She knew to govern, while Maria knew 
To govern, and how not to govern too. 


Fair Cynthia ſo, when Phebus docs retire, 


Bearing to other Lands his pow'rful Fire, 


a—_ — — — 


Semiramis, — 
Then 
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Then ſhines ſupreme; and with a fov'reign Ray 
Gives the forſaken World another Day, 
Rules o'er the Waves, and makes herſelf to be 
Confeſs d the mighty Emprels of the Sca. 
But when again his Beams he docs reſtore, -. 
Silent ſhe yields, and willing ſhincsno more. 
Shares ſtill the Heay*ns, and with an equal Riglit, 
| But leaves the God alone to give the Light,” 
Thus while he ſings, freſh Glory does appear, 
But Glory this, that coſt the Wotid toò dear, 
Glory; the Poet would be glad to hide. 
; Sighing he hath to tell how! Great She dy'dis-1; 
How, when by ſure Preſage the Fate was known, 
Then She was dauntleſs, and then She alone. 
j Not then her Hero knew to be unmov d; 
He ſhrunk, and learn'd to fear for Her He lovd. 
So trembled Mars, (with Him all Heav'n agrced) 
To ſee the Queen of Love, and Beauty bleed; 
On whoſe indulgent and diviner Breaſt 
The ſlumbring Soldier us'd fo pleasd to reſt; + 
Where peaceful Moments He did well improve, 
Relieving Toils of War with Joys of Love. | 
1 . E But 
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But oh! when Life gave the vain Struggle oer, 


And She, th' illuſtrious'She, was now no more, 


Then the Muſe ſpreads freſh Horror o'er the Place, 
A wild Confuſion paints in ev'ry Face, 
Makes Nature, x while each aſtoniſh'd Flood 
Forgot to flow, and dull and ſtupid ſtood ; 
With chilling Grief the rigid Earth does bind, 
And makes Air ſigh in ey'ry murm'ring Wind. 
But oh what Numbers may be found, what Verſe 
The Royal Lover's Anguiſh to reherſe? 

He bends, He ſinks, He falls beneath the Weight, 
Threatning the World with yet a greater Fate. 
Then, only then, thoughtleſs the Court of Her, 
Their Sorrows found ſuſpended in their Fear ; 

| While Senſe, while Life from the Great Mourner 
flies, 

And loſt, and ſilent, He not grieves, but dies. 

At laſt, as Art compell'd Him to revive, 
Implor'd and begg'd He wou d endure to live: 
He grants, but ſtill expoſtulating why 


The Bus neſs of the World gave Him not leave to dy. 


—— ECAC. 


Alluding to the Weather at that Tine. | | 
O Boaſt! 


* 
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: © Boaſt! O Honour! O unequal'd Fame! 

8 O happy Shade, and never-dying Name! 

| What Charms, what Virtues muſt be Hers to move 
That Heart to ſuch a Grief, and ſuch a Love? 

: Here, Poets, here uſe all your niceſt Art, 

Dell on the tender, and important Part. 
This Scene alone Maria's Fame ſhall raiſe 3 
Draw / well this Paſſion, and there needs no Praiſe. 


(2) 


— 
— — * * 


Of the Times after the Peace, and 
His MajeSty's Death. 


o W vain the Poet proves, when, to purſue 


Fond Hope, he ventures to turn Prophet too! 
Moſt Prophets warily indeed forecaſt, 
Predicting wiſely what is ſafely paſt, 
More bold the Muſe, whoſe ſanguine Verſe forctold 
The Riſe of Virtue, with an Agc of Gold ; 
And Halcyon Times, and Bleſſings in Encreaſe, 
Th Effect of Naſſau Rule, and Naſſaus Peace. 
Fool, to hope ſteady Weather in our Skies; 
Fool; to ſuſpect theſe Realms could long be wiſe. 


E 2 Long / 
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Long had we elogg d His Arms with heavy Weight, 
By Councils flow, and by ſupply ing late. 
Times yet diſcerud, on old Reforming bent, 
Good Laws we ſought, at leaſt with ill Event. 
When Foes of War were weary, we grew tir'd, 
Aud proy d in Peace juſt ſuch as they deſir'd. 
Stopping our Ears when the wiſe Charmer charm d, 
In view of Rupture we ourſclves difarm'd ; 
And bravcly ſhew'd we nothing knew to fear, 
But our Defence and our Deliverer. 
Loud Cenſures on Partition Treaties fall, 
That Bourbon Spain ſhou'd ſhare, and not have all, 
Grauts were reſum'd to caſe a burthen d State, 
Or open to old Lords a Poſtern Gate; 
The Dream of Millions dwindling into Scorn, 
While ſcarce a Mouſe is from the Mountain born. 
Court and Corruption grew the ſenſeleſs Theam; 
Me ſought the Mote, and overlook'd the Beam. 
Talc after Tale ſome catch, and others fling, 
That tax d the Miniſtry, and meant the King. 
Slaves of old Reigns now wanted to be free, 
Not from Oppreſſion but from Liberty. 
| 4 Heady 
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Heady Republicans prepar'd the Way 

For the Return of arbitrary Sway. 

f And Engliſh Churchmen(what was no newDOOm) 
; In Rage againſt Geneva, work'd for Rome. 
Thus happy Foes make us their various Sport, 

; And gain our Factions, when they loſe our Court. 
Still Naſſau reign'd t incounter all their Arts, 
And reign'd, tho ſcatce we knew it, in our Hearts. 
| For the moſt ſinn'd with innocent Intent $ 

But led, they ſaw not where ill Leaders went ; 
While Country Zeal his Country's Foe pretends, 
And Traitors uſe their Soy'reign ill as Friends. 
WithGrief andScornHe on theWaveslook'd down, 
That kiſs d theBankswhichthey advanc'd todrown. 
Like Belgian Dykes He gave a little Way, 

And ſoon return'd, and wore them to decay. 
To right Himſelf, He did our Errors chide, * 
And what could not be cur'd, He qualify'd. 
Sought Antidotes the Poiſon to defeat, 
And ſweetly drew from the Devourer Meat. | 


* 
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* His Speech at paſſing the Disbanding Bill. 


He 
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He ſav d his brave Commanders from Diſtreſs, 
(The Pillars ſtanding made the Ruin leſs.) 

He for the Throne Succeſlion did provide, 
He Gordian Knots of Foreign Friendſhip ty d, 
And with His Nobles, an illuſtrious Band, 
Virtue He reſcud from the Hunter's Hand. 
Thus Cordials did with Lenitives diſpenſe, 
And waited for a free Return of Senſe. 
It came; the Tempeſt ſery'd the Miſt to clear, 
And Men began in the right Place to fear, 
Falſe Patriots then, expos'd enough to view, 
He off to Hatred and Deriſion threw ; 
And His rich Stream no more oblig'd to wind, 
And creep and ſtruggle through a Soil unkind, 
Got to ſoft Plains, and full from a new Source, 
Flow'd in an eaſy, and directer Courſe. 
Thus cannot long eclips'd the Sun remain; 
Some Minutes dusk, and all is clear again. 
During that dusk, he in himſelf is bright, 
Tis we that want his intercepted Light. 


— 


* The new Parliament in 1701, called upon the King of France's 
Proceedings after King James's Death. 5 N 
Naar Whilſt 
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Wil exn the Reſts of his diminiſtidRay | 

8 Serve to conduct the World and guide the Day: 

Tben Night indeed the dark aſeendent gets, 

: Not when he ſhaded is, but when he ſets. | 

And oh! our Sun is ſet no more to riſe; 

After too ſhort a Day hath left our Skies. 

; Brave Prince, with Faction He, and Force, and Hate 

. Could deal; but there's no managing of Fate. 4 

| The tender Frame ſunk gradual to decay, 

| And each Year nearer ſhew'd the frightful Day. 

Curs d be the * Chance that hurry d it ſo faſt, 

| And cut a wearing Thread that could not laſt. 

| What, not allow'd a Year, a Summers Stay }  - 

| To ſet us right in our new martial Way ? 

| To fix the Movement, and himſelf begin 

The noble Trial of his own Machine? 

Unite the diff ring Nations of our Iſle, 

And of new Succeſſors enlarge the Stile? 
Methinks th' illuſtrious Scene I op'ning view, 

See the Old World commanded by the New, 


at A Fall in Hunting. Any 
| An 
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For others Murm ring their great Leader fell. 


Who charm id the fiery Serpent s angry Bite, 


(32 
And fond IJberian Pride compell'd to chuſe, 
To change their Monarch, or their Indies loſe; 
Seiz d the famd * Pillars of old Hercules, 
And our Fleet Soy'reign of At/antick Seas; 
While France, encumbred with the Load of Spain, 
Sinks with the Weight in the devouring Main. 
Who now ſhall make the ſplendid Viſion good: 
Who now conduct our Hoſt beyond the Flood ? 
For He, tor He the Glory cannot have, 


* : ; 1 = 2 * nnr a Nr wks 
E E EI CRORE”. 


Loſt to our Hopes in an untimely Grave. 
Thus {/7ae/, prone to faint and to rebel, 


He, who from Bondage av'd them, and Diſtreſs, 
Through all the length of the wild Wilderneſs; 


Withſtood the Prince's Strife, and Levis Spite 


At laſt juſt ready for the great Conteſt | 


To crown His Acts, and give the People Reſt, | 
View'd from the Mountain Height the Lot deſign'd, IM 
(As Naſſau from the Nebo of his Mind; ) 


— 
—_— 


— 


Cadiz, where ſome ſuppoſe his Pillars to have been, See Heys 
lin and Ortelius ir —— Gades. | F ( 
Then 
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; 

| Then dy'd, oblig'd to leave to others Care 

7 To paſs the Fordan, and to wage the War. 

: Brave Prince, farewel ; on ſmooth Eæſian Plains 

Thy Shade now marches, and Thy Spirit reigns ; 

; That Region Thine, where i in the bliſsful Grove 

0 Dwell Patriot Kings, and Godlike Heroes rove. 

With Rev'renceall ſalute th approaching Gueſt; 

Thy Britiſh Anceſtors above the reſt. 

Thee haſte our greater Edwards to receive, 

And Thee our nobler Henries never leave. 

Eliza Thee delights to entertain, 

| And joys to find Her Conduct in Thy Reign ; 

| Wiſhes ſuch Feet had ſtood to mount Her Throne, 

Or Thine had been as laſting as Her own. 

| Thee Thy Naſſuus, Thy Orange Lineage meet, 

Thee Frederick, Maurice, William warmly _ ; 

Embrace the Succeſſor of all their Cares, | 

Crown of their Fame, and greateſt of their Heirs ; 

Grieve ſuch a Line no farther ſhould extend, 

But joy ſorich a Link the golden Chain ſhould end. 
Thus they; while here the Worthy and the Wiſe, 

Grateful and ſad, attend Thy Obſequies; 

T E Remem- 
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Remembring all which Thou haſt been before; 
Remembring all which Thou muſt be no more. 
Thee Europe, Thee thro all Her Climes renown'd, 
Her Friend, her Counſellor, her Champion found; 
Owes to Thy Pains, that She ſo far is free 
From Kingly Chains, and Prieſtly Tyranny; 
At the laſt Stake her Fortunes twice retriev'd, 
Her Fate revers d, or well at leaſt repreiv d. 
And now, too ſoon, Thou art at Reſt, and far 
From Cares of State, and from Fatigues of War. 
But reſt ſecure of everlaſting Praiſe; 
Time cannot leſſen it, but Time may raiſe. 

No Joſbua, no new Deborah can yet 

Make thankful Men their Moſes e er forget. 

| Of paſt Atchicvements Thine was all the Care, 
And Thou in thoſe to come ſhalt amply ſhare. 
Thine the juſt Lines, Proportion, and Deſign, 
Fleets, Armies, all the ſtrong Foundation Thine ; 
And yet 'twill glorious be, and 'twill be great, 
Thy Piece to finiſh, and thy Piece compleat. 
But if new Schemes our Wiſhes ſhall deceive, | 


| Err from Thy Paths, and Thy fair Model leave, 
| This 
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| This for Thy Glory will too well contrive, 


When our dead Hopes the Want of Thee revive, 
And all o erthrown Thy noble lovely Frame 
The Ruins of a World ſhall build Thy Fame. 
So Troy, ſecure whilſt Hector was her Guard, 
Shew'd her Deſtruction was a Task too hard. 

He fell; too ſoon She ſunk into his Grave, 


Her Counſels loſing what Her Arms cou'd fave ; 
The Grecian Fraudsprevail'd,andthen'twas known 
Who had preſerv'd the State, and who alone. 


Directions for lamenting the Death 
and celebrating the Memory of 


His late Sacred Majeſly King 
William. 


An O D E. Begun 170%. 


| [ The Poet is ſuppoſed ſtanding by His Majeſty's 


Tomb in Weſtminſter- Abbey. 


I. 


Come Poet, whoſoc'r thou art, 
Whom Fatc hath form'd and choſen for the Part, 
F 2 Fitted 
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Fitted with ev ry needful Excellence, 


With Heat, with Force, with Elegance, with Senſe, 
With Virtue, ( Virtne is herſelf concern'd, 
When Naſſaus to be prais d or to be mourn'd; 
The ſordid Muſe, that hath to vicious Praiſe 
Been proſtitute, would but pollute his Bays) 
Come thou, and with thee bring thy richeſt Store; 

Here wilt thou want it all and more; 
Bring all thy Nature, all thy Art along, 
And liſten to my Verſe, while I dire& thy Song. 

a II. | 

Not One muſt be thy Stile; the Theme's not One, 
But all the Hero was, hath born, hath done; 
His Toils, His Cares, His Injuries, His State; 

His War, His Peace, His Life, His Fate; 
The various Worth of His excelling Mind; 
The diff rent Views in which His Brightneſs ſhin'd, | 
The Soldier, Stateſman, Patriot, Friend and King. 
All, all haſt thou to celebrate and ſing, 

His Olive and His Bays, 
Each Lineament and Feature of His Praiſe, 
| Muſt 
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Mut thou in our fair Wreath of fadeleſs Glory bind, 
United muſt expreſs in one compleat Deſign. 

E Here ſhould audacious Strains 

| Attend His Courage to the martial Plains. 
There His wiſe Patience asks a Song 


2 Flowing leſs boiling, not leſs ſtrong. 
; | Deep, as Counſels deep, ſhould be thy Senſe, 
; And high, as His brave Spirit, thy Magnificence. 
| Forev'ry Scene, muſt thou its Paſſion keep; 
| Muſt joy, muſt triumph, muſt complain, muſt weep ; 
) | To ev'ry Part of the great Story, fit 
Artful Numbers, varied Wit, 
| To form a ſtrong, ſublime, a tender moving Verſe, 
Proportion d to His Acts, and worthy of His Herſe. 
IV. 
Sceſt thou where the great Monarch lies? 


— 
w 


. No longer Great, no longer Wiſe, 
No more the Hope of Friends, no more the Dread 
of Enemies. 
No more aſpiring Conqu rors to controul, 
it of honeſt Leagues the great informing Soul ; 
L 2 No 
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No more to weak Allies ſtrong Aid t afford, 
No more to wield the Sceptre, or the Sword, 
No more ----- for He, the hated, and the lov'd, 


In whom the Counſels of the Age, in whom the 


Actions mov'd ; 
Who watchful, ev'n againſt remoter Harms, 
Gave the blind ſluggiſh Nations juſt Alarms, 
And fir d their Hearts, and led their Arms; 


He too at laſt, of this ſure Help bereft, 


To its wild ſelf a giddy World hath left; 
He too depriv'd of His important Breath 
Unactive lies in the dull Arms of Death; 
Like meancrKings,like commonMortals is become, 
Anuſeleſs Weight of Earth, theCumber of a Tomb. 
V. 
Should ſt thou not make fair Liberty to mourn, 
And lovely Truth, and generous Picty, 
And Juſtice which His Ballance wiſh'd to ſee, 
And Honour proud of His rich Gallantry, 
With ſinking Arms, and-bending Head, 
Grieving their great Protector from them torn, 
Their great Example from them fled ? 
Thou 
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Thou ſhould'ft. --- With anxious Hearts and Eyes, 
3 Make all the Good, the Brave, the Wiſe, 
F Lament fo haſty, and ill-tim'd a Fate, 
All who themſelves concenter with the State, 
And by its Greatneſs only would be Great; 
E All who lov'd, and all who knew, 
What He had done, and what contriv'd to do. 
! VI, 
Thus when the noble Poet, (for we dare 
Wich Heroes thoſe who Heroes ſing compare) 
1 Whether He forms a glorious Epick Scheme, 
Or does a lofty Drama frame, | 
e i (Some great Event of Either the brave Theme, 
. | Some great Event and worthy of his Flame ) | 
His mighty Action far purſues 
Through various Chances and a Maze of Fate, 
Hazards of War and Plots of State, 
And ſtill the deſtin'd End he views, 
And never does his Hero loſe; 
Conſtant and bright his Character maintains, 
And animates throughout th' exalted Strains; 
Faſhions all juſt, and executes it ſtrong ; 
du (Tis great, tis Inſpiration all along) Con- 


(49) 
Conducting thus the wondrous Tale, 

Till now at the laſt Labour he arrives, 

Where good poctick Providence contrives, 

Honour, and Right, and Virtue ſhould prevail. 

But ah! no longer then ſurvives ; 

Yet dying leaves perhaps behind 

Some Strokes of what his thoughtful Mind 
Had for the great Cataſtrophe deſign d. 

Him all lament who the fair Work peruſe, 
His Subject lov'd, and knew to prize his Mule ; 
Repine at Fate, which would not give him leave 
To finiſh what he only cou'd conceive ; 
Doubting if other Hands, with equal Skill, 

And equal Spirit, can the Reſt fulfil. 
| n 

But make Ambition gay, new Schemes contrive, 
And {uperſtitious languid Hopes revive. 

Make Rome exult, and Gaul rejoyce, 
And their fond Brztzſþ Agents join their Voice: 
Here pious Men by loyal Frenzy won 
To wiſh their Country with themſelves undone. 
The 
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| The Creatures there, the Worſhippers, the Stains 
Of haughty, looſe, ignoble Reigns, 
i Obſequious, prompt, to arbitrary Sway, 
| Who all but Laws and Order can obey; 
5 Some too, perhaps, to Join Extreams, 
uo loſe their Wits in Democratick Dreams, 
; Let fickle Folly ſmile it knows not why, 
: | And Eyes of dull Ingratitude be dry. 
. | Let ſuch againſt His Memory declaim, 
Who dare prophane Eliga's Name; 
| Who ſure at gen'rous Counſels to repine, 
Still meaſure all by their ſhort crooked Line, 
And Kings and God would to their Paths confine; 
Who meaning ever their own partial Ends, 
So faithfully miſtake their Foes and Friends; 
The furious Nimrods of the Clergy Race, 
Who hunt before the Lord a zealous Chace; 
Their Hate does Worth preſume, their Praiſe is 
full Diſgrace. 
VIII. 
. Time was, when to a kinder Uſe deſign'd, 
e The Temple bright with all its Glory ſhin'd ; 
G Then 
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Then, when th' anointing Oil was ſhed 
To conſecrate the Monarch's Head, 
And fair Maria by His Side, 
(Where now in Death's unlovely Guiſe 
A Conſort but of Duſt She lies) 


In Robes of Majeſty, afreſh ally'd, 


Was of His Empire too the Bride. 


O Poet, what fit Strains wilt thou imploy, 


But their own Luſtre, and the brave Exceſs 
Of a tranſported Nation's real Joy ? 


What Force of Figures to expreſs, 
Not the rich Pomp or Royal Dreſs, 
(That's evry Coronation's Toy) 


The Sky with Acclamations rent, 
Unequal yet to what they meant! 4 
The Hearts that ſpoke at dancing Eyes 
Both above Language and Diſguiſe ? 
Such Golden all without Allay, 


Was the Delight of their own former Day, 
When Love auſpicious join'd th' illuſtrious Pair 


(All Britain gave their Princeſs there) 
While 
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While then by Hope the King and Queen 
Were in the Husband and the Wife foreſeen. 
Such (not ſo general, but as juſt, 
And offer d ſtill ev n to Her Duſt ) 
When to the Poorneſs, and the Pain 
Of a ſhort, and rigid Reign, 
Eliza did ſucceed, the Realms to bleſs 
With Glory and with ev'ry Happineſs. 
: Such (though leſs ſolid and leſs wiſe) 
When, from blind Anarchy's tempeſtuous Night, 
| Old Government reſtor'd to Light, 
| Charles roſe to meet His People's longing Eyes. 
That mighty Blaze did faintly laſt, 
| Long before Noon the ſhady Morn O ercaſt. 
vet ſhall it ever be an honour'd Day, 
Which to Naſſaus prepar d the neceſſary Way. 
IX. 
Not from Obſcurity, unprov'd, unknown, 
Did He aſcend the Throne. | 
| The mighty Part on the World's nobleſt Stage, 


He long with ſo much Fame had play'd, 
G 2 Did 
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Did every Confidence perſuade 
All from the Paſt the Future might preſage. 
Well we preſum'd that He 
Would caſy hold the Reins of Monarchy, 
Who a Republick's Courſe ſo ſoft did guide, 
And over unhurt Freedom could preſide ; 
That He all-worthy was to reign, 
Who could unhandſome Soy'reignty diſdain, 
| Did every Hazard chooſe, 
Venture His Country, and Himſelf to loſe, 
Rather than triumph o'er her Liberty, 
Or ſink His own to mean Dependency. 
Too juſt, too prudent, and too braye, 
To be a Tyrant or to be a Slave. 
X. 
Nor was our decent Hope miſplac d; 
Nothing the Credit of that Joy diſgrac d. 

No dark Deſigns, no gradual Scenes appear d, 
To make us anxious, or Him fear d. 
Faction and Diſcontent were their own Shame 

Whoever chang d, yet He remain'd the ſame, 
| Diſ- 


Who need weak Kings or can agree with none. 
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Diſappointing thoſe alone 


Commerce and War He reconcil'd, 


And Plenty in the midſt of Taxes ſmil'd. 
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| Or the hard Cure does Time and Sufferance need: 


Taxes and War, the real Crimes 
Of others Conduct, and preceding Times. 
Not the Phyſician is to blame 
That, a long growing Malady to tame, 
He freely muſt the Patient bleed, 


Nor, if the Bill does high amount, 
Should it be plac d to his Account, 
(Of whom we ask but Skill and Care 
| To manage to the beſt the bad Affair) 
But all is to be reckon d to the Score 


Of old Miſmanagements before; 
| The wanton Luxury, th un wholeſom Eaſe, 
And fond Neglect that fed ſo high the ſtrongDiſeaſe. 
XI. 
Where am I led? How do!] ftray ? 


lonly meant to ſhew thy Muſe her Way; 
To 


Why all the Nations round are not become 
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To ſtart ſome Hints ſhe ſhould purſue, 
And thoſe of very many very few. 

Would'ſt Thou know all that He hath done, 
From His firſt Arms, and Bodgrave's noble ſtand, 

What He hath ſav'd, what He hath won, 
His Vigilance of Head, and Promptitude of Hand; 
Go, ſearch the Annals; there for half an Age 

His Name ſhall brighten ev'ry Page; 


| Go, ask of Fame ( ſhe need not ſtretch her Size) 


Go, ask His very Enemies. 
Ask them, why thrice ten Years are paſt, 
Yet their devoted 1/74 ſtill does laſt? 
Why Holland rais'd, and free, and great again 
Is now to France what once ſhe was to Hain? 
| How to Verſailles, Whitehall was loſt, 
And Britiſh Gales the Gallick Courſe have croſs'd? 


The double Slaves of Louis and of Rome? 
XII. 
Then ask again why He who this could do, 
Should not go farther too ? 


Why 


e 
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Why yet the World is not a Reſt, 


3 


Why League on League, of formidable Show, 


so high ſhould promiſe, and perform ſo low? 


Ask, for they know all the corrupted Parts, 


The ſquinting Views, and their own crooked Arts; 
! Their Friendly Foes that did themſelves betray, 
And the falſe Fires that led them from their Way; 


What Fruit they gather'd from the Golden Show'r, 
And from the Heats of Bigottry what more; 
How th' open Face could yield to the Diſguiſe, 


How eaſy tis to fool, how hard to keep Men wile. 

Then ſhalt thou find, reffecting on the Game, 

How Histhe Glory was, the World's the Shame. 
Tis thus in Schemes of nice Theology, 


(If wanton Poetry ſo high 
May let a bold Alluſion fly) 
Thus between Grace and Liberty. 
Still the good Spirit is at Hand, 
But too too oft his Motions we withſtand, 
Which, as we follow or reſiſt, 
(To let ſome faulty Luſt prevail, 
Or 


Deſcending from his Dignity in Death, 


Asked if the Farce of Life he handſomely had play's; 
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Or liſten to th old Serpent's Tale) 
Much Good is done, but more is miſt, 
Whilethus the various Mixture fairly ſhewn, 
The Good is chiefly Heav'ns, the Bad is all our own, 
AE XIII. 
Let no Provokin gs, no Diſcouragement 
His ſaving Influence c'er prevent. 
Still make Him here aſliſt, and there reſtrain : 
Not a Yeat, a Day in vain 
Let Him incline or bear to teign : 
Attentive to His Work of Liberty, 
(Not minding Weakneſs, nor regarding Pain) 
For it He liv'd, and make Him in it dy. 
Not as that Emp'ror who with ſportive Breath, 


The mortal Exit ready to be made, 


But firm like Him, who worthy to the laſt, 
Of Rule He had ſo well ſuſtain'd, 
(Fer to untry'd new Hands it paſt,) 
Mov'd thoſe around Him to advance and haſt, 
If to be done by Him yet any Thing remain d. 
Thus 


" 


; 
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Thus let Him cloſe the Volume of His Fame, 
b And fix the Title of an endleſs Name. 


When at the Future beſt we gueſs, 


That which hath been, and that which we poſſeſs 
Alone is ſafe; ſo fickle and ſo ſtrange 

3 Of Man and Fortunè is the Change, 

That tis with Glory, as with Happineſs. 

© Life muſt be finiſh'd, and the Reign compleat, 

| When Men we proſp'rous call, ot call the Monarch 


Great, 
XIV. 
Now go, and take theſe Notices along, 
Go and prepare th' immortal Song. 5 
i When Art ſhall labour for His ſake to give 


| To breathe the Marble, and the Braſs to live, 1 


And grateful Times His Statues ſhall behold 


As thoſe of Heroes, and of Gods of Old; 
| When His Atchievements from expreſſive Looms 


In Courts ſhall grace inſtructive Rooms, 
And fire young future Princes as they view, 
Firſt the great Things to know, and then purſue 3 
H When 
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When ſome Le Brun his Battles ſhall deſign, 
And chooſe the Alexander of the Boyne ; 
When Hiſt ry, nobler yet, ſhall draw Him whole, 

His AQs, His Aims, His inmoſt Soul, 
And Burnet on the ſmooth and, ſolid, Way, 
Down to all Ages ſhall His Worth, conyey; 
When with delightful learned Eloquence, 
Freedom of Truth, and Gravity of, Senſe, 
Sommers for klin ſhall think of doing more 
Than for Eliga, * Bacon (elf before. 

Not this, all this ſhall ſatisfy 
The Paſſion of concetn d Poſterity, 

The tuneful Tribe with jealoys Fi, 

To ſound His Praiſe ſhall fill require, 
Their Mantuan Trumpet, their Venuſian Eyre; 
Ask what Poctick Hopgurs, hape been done Hi 


Name, 
Fond of cach gen rous Muſe that loy'd to ſing His 
Fame. 
urg. x 
* He urote a Charadlyy of Queen Elizabeth. 


Upon 


C19, 


Upon the Succeſſes of the War. 


In January 1706--7, 


| ars have their Glory, Ages have their Fame, 
(As their faintSuns ſhone with a brighterFlame) 
By great Events, wiſe Counſels, Deeds ſiiblime, 
; Raisd and diſtinguiſh'd from the Reſt of Time : 
As when Preeminence of like Renown 

| Exalts the Place, and dignifies the Town, 
Where noble Victories have been obtain'd, 
An Empire reſcu'd, or a Brabant gain'd. 

| Whilſt ev'ry Ocean views on ev'ry Coaſt 

Of Capes, of Bays, of Ports a mingl'd Hoſt, 
How few may yet, indulg'd by Deſtiny, 

An Ackium, a La Hogue, a Vigo be? 

Where are the Streams that can with Luſtre ſhine 
| Like thine, old Granicus, or Boyne, like thine? 
When Henry, or when Edward did Command, 
And Engliſh Laurels plant in Gallick Land, 

Not each rich Summer did a Harveſt yield, 


Like that of Agincourt's or Creſſ)'s Field. 
H 2 All 
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All Times do not great Charters for us gain, 
Not ev'ry Age boaſts an Eliza Reign; 
When through th' Extent of more than forty Years, 
(Vears more than Forty were too few of Hers ) 
A Queen could keep (nor by fallacious Arts) 
The very Miſtreſs of a Nation's Hearts; 
Yet farther ev n than Love Eſteem could raiſc, 


And draw and force from very Hatred Praiſe: 
When check d Oppreſſion, ſhelter'd Liberty, 

She w'd what Her juſt and equal Rule muſt be, 
Who durſt the injur d Subjects Cauſe maintain; 
Durſt for a near Republick Safety gain: 


When Foes well choſen and a well urg d War 


Brought Honour home, and carried Terror far; 
Made England ſov reignly appear in State, 
Courted and fear'd, Happy, and Wiſe, and Great; 
Alarm d but once, and with a lucky Fright, 

It trembled but more high to ſhoot its Light. 

Where are the Days which to ſuch Luſtre dare 
Their Shadows to prefer or to compare ? | 
What diſproportion d and degenerate Times ] 
{Of equal Follics and of equal Crimes) 
Succced, 
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| Succeed, alike unmeriting the Lot 

To be remembred, or to be forgot ? 

| Sometimes tis Peace; but the Peace does not bleſs; 
| A Poiſoner with the Food of Happinels. 

A dull dead Calm (a dull dead Calm at beſt) 
That keeps us bound in poor ignoble Reſt, 


When we the Voyage ſhould of Glory make, 
Should in the Bus'neſs of the World partake, 


And aid a Game where we muſt have a Stake. 


A Sleep unquiet, whoſe hard breathings tell, 
All is not free within, all is not well. 


' Falſe as the Health that's breeding a Diſeaſe, 
And rather Florid looks, than feels at Eaſe. 


There may be Plenty, there may be Exceſs, 

And Elegance, and State, and Wantonneſs. 

All does but Damoctes his Feaſt afford, 

When we look up and view th impending Sword. 
Now the ſharp Sword, more than impending 


found, 
Falls on the Head and does the Body wound. 
Inteſtine Wars let looſe at large to Rage 
Deyour the Kingdoms and deform the Age. 
Prince, 
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Prince, Nobles, State, all in one Ruin ly; 
The People reign, yet tis not Liberty; 
And their mad Architects, but half way skill'd, 
Pull down old Fabricks, and no new ones build, 

Strange Scenes of Government then ſhift ſo faſt 
As each came only to ſhove off the laſt; 
While the tir'd Realms as little underſtand 
Whom to obey, as why they ſhould command. 
The great State Ship, on the wild Billows toſt, 
By cv'ry Wind is driv'n on ev'ry Coaſt. 
If here or there at Anchor it abides, 
*Tis but a while, and rolling as it rides. 

Here, thoughtleſs Laughter grown th' affected 

Guiſe, | 

Wit the dull Folly ſcotns of being wiſe. | 
Pleaſures o'erflow, our Manners to defile, | 
And foreign Modes effeminate the Iſle, 
The Tricks of Oybeleian Gauls we play, ö a 
And toſs and dance, as giddy and as gay, 
Take the Fool's Coat, and toſs the Man a / 


\ 


— 
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Certain emaſculated Fellows, who uſed to dance in a fant a 
And 


tick Habit, and a fantaſtick Manner. 
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| And there ſo heartleſsly to War we go, 

| The oc i wiſh'd the Friend, theFriend the Foe: 
Thus with a ſullen or a fogliſh Face, 
In plenty of diverſify d Diſgrace, 
How might almoſt a Century intervene. 
| Ec a brave Milliam did reſtore the Scene! 
| On its old Baſe He ſet our Empire right, 
And taught us where to war, and how to fight; 
Made, with reſembling Zeal, his France her Spain, 
Re ſeiʒ d the floating Trident of the Main; 
Rettiev d our Fame, our Intereſt did increaſe, 
Watchful in Arms, nor ſlumb' ring ev'n in Peace. 
And if, when the laſt Act was juſt in View, 
Fate the great Actor from the Stage withdrew, 
If for His Follower, He with all His Pain 
Coud not the Sweets of gentle Eaſe obtain, 
A ſettled Europe, and a peaceful Reign; 
let left He nobly to purſuing Care, | 

( A well form'd League for an auſpicious War ; 
( lo ANNA a great Opportunity, 
new Ela, or yet more.to be, 
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And to Her Churchill, in his martial Sphere, 
To be a Maurice, and to be a Pere 
Left greater Strength a greater Foe to foil, 
And left the Glory where He left the Toil, 
What now has ANN A, what Her Churchill done 
How have the Years, and how our Fortunes run} 
Witneſs you Lines, which ſuch an uſeleſs Mound 
Againſt th' Irruption of His Arms were found. 
Witneſs you Ships, whom nor your ſelves, not 
Booms, 
Nor Forts cou d keep from your allotted Dooms; 
FromFloods, and Flames, and greedy hoſtile Pow i 
From being nothing, or from being ours. 
Why ſhou'd I follow our adyent'rous Bands 


'ToTajo's Streams, or to Valentian Lands? 


Why ſhou'd I Gibraltar Exploits atttend, 
When firſt we won it, or did next defend? 
Or why collect the Mites of Mari roug is Praiſe, 
His Preludes on the Rhine, or on the Maeſe? 
As the juſt Nile its Summers never fails, 
But o er the Plains with ſpreading Arms prevails; 
| No 


* „ 


) 
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vo Diff'rence found but in Degrees of Good, 
01 from a more or leſs victorious Flood; 
| While ſtill on him th Egyptian World relies, 


f And loves to ſee him full and bravelier riſe; 


| When, with a Marlb rough s happier Carcers, 


He goes beyond the Wants of. ſingle Years: 

Such do our ncedful Armies annual Show, 
Ofour Succeſs ſuch is the faithful Flow. 

The Queen Her Part, the Gen'ral his ſuſtains ; 
Herolls the Current, and She finds the * Rains, 
Not yet at cach Return the kindly War 

Swells alike high, or ſtretches alike far; 

Nor equal Trophies does luxurious railc, 

Or for a Nation's Thanks, or Poet's Praiſc : 
Senates might triumph, Temples might rejoice 3 
The quiet Muſes mingled not their Voice, 
Nor would cxult for cy'ry Province won, 
Or ſing a Liege, a Limburg, or a Bon 
But waited for a yet more bright Campaign 
To light their Fires; nor did they wait in vain, 


— 


— — * 


* Alledin ta the Cauſe of the Nile's Increaſe, allow'd to be 


the Ethiopick Summer Rajns. 
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When Conqueſt almoſt threaten'd to ſtand ſtill 
Or keep no Pace our Journey to fulfil ; 
When Flandrian Plains no Proſpect would affori 
Of luſty Work for a deciſive Sword 
(While Ga/lick Caution plaid its uſual Game, 
And others Coolneſs temper'd Churchills Flame) 
Then He (ho did the fluggiſh Growth abhor ) 
Agreed advent*rous to tranſplant the War, 
Where it might try a loftier Shoot to rear ; 
Where having leſs to fear it more might dare; 
Where Threat'nings high, and Emperors diſtreſs 0d 
Requir'd Controll, and hard for Succour preſsd. 
For Auſtria now, awak'd to be afraid, 
Had felt an Ax that to the Root was laid; 
Their Eagle fear'd to be itſelf a Prey, 
And Germany did Germany betray. 
| The light Bavarian, changing Friends and Focs, 
Their Downfall ſought by whom ſo high he rolc; 
Their Power for which he conquer'd wou'd ſubdue 
And caſt, by Bourbon Schemes, his Aims anew, 
Obſequious to embrace the Servant's Sin 
| Who fires the Houſe to let the Robbers in. 


The 


ill 


Ire 


Ue, 


( 


: 
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Thoſe who by neareſt Obligations ow'd 
A kind Relief, no kind Relief beſtow'd : 


The bleeding Empire piercing Hurts receives, 
And is the Zew among the Goſpel Thieves. 


The Prieſt and Levite paſs d neglectful by, 
N And caſt from tother Side a heartleſs Eye: 


1 


But then a good Samaritan was found 


T afliſt the Helpleſs, and to heal the Wound. 
England no Diff rence wou d, nor Diſtance ſee ; 


To want her Care her Neighbour was to be. 


From the low Rhine, up to the Danule's Bed, 


His ready Aids rejoycing Marl rough led. 


Fond of the Change, and with Preſages gay, 


The Britons love, and urge their German Way 5 


(Thoſe Lions in her Foreſts hope for Prey.) 


Before them loud did Fame her Trumpet ſound; 


| But, when arriv'd, their own were louder found; 
While they made good, while they ſurpaſs d what- 


2 


C cr 


Their Friends could hope, or Enemies could fear. 


The Chief ſoon ſaw with what they muſt contend, 


Works ready their D 


efenders to defend, 
142 


Nature 
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Nature by Art, and Force by Care ſupply d, 


He ſaw it all, and did it all deride : 
Nor would defcr the Work he came to do; 


Toil was too much without ſome Danger too. 
The Macedonian Brave as far might go 

To ſeck an Empire he would overthrow: 

That March muſt ſtill leſs Wonder in it have; 

Our Wills are keener to deſtroy than ſave. 

Cilicia's Straits he did unguarded find, 

And his kind Foes their Schellenberg reſign d, 

Churchills were kinder yet, when they did chuſe 

To keep a Paſs they were conſtrain'd to loſe, 
Deluding Ramparts, impotent and vain, 

That promis'd Britiſh Fury to reſtrain ! 

Your Deaths contemn'd, your Dithculties brav d, 

Whatc'er you menac'd, yet you nothing ſavd; 

Not thoſe, who truſted you, from helpleſs Flight, 

And wanting Shelter from the friendlier Night 

Not from the Victor's Feet or Spoiler's Hand, 

The Danube's Streams, or the Bavarian Land; 

Nor its proud Lord from his perplex'd Retreat | 
To Aug ugs Walls, and to his own Deccit. 


ſe 


EL 
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Count not theLoſs with which we bought theGain; 


Twas paid in Foes through ſuch braveHazardsſlain, 


Tas paid in Fame; and, if ought yet remains, 
lt ſhall be treble paid at Zoch/ter's Plains; 


: Where from our Fire Troops ſhall to Riversfly, 


„ 


| Captiv'd by thouſands, ſhall by thouſands die; 


© Convinc'd afreſh what Britz/h Spirits dare, 

1 From paſt Experience ſooner ſhall deſpair ; 

, While conſcious we diſdain a Prize to yield 
That's greater, in a leſs unequal Field. 

| There, Churchill, how did bright thy Fortune 
| ſhine! 

| While happy Alexander's Part was thine! 

So in Arbells's celebrated Day, 

(Nor to Arbe//a's Bleinheim's ſhall give way) 


So he ( where he his Lot of Battle choſe) 


Repell'd, o'erturn'd, diſpers'd his Share of Foes ; 
While by Magæus (till Parmenzo preſsd 
Upheld a Combat, doubtful at the beſt ; 
Till his fierce Foes, ſtruck with the woundingFame 


Of their Friends Fate, deſponding grew more tame; 
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O'ecr the whole Field the Vict ry then compleat, 
Thoſe could purſue who almoſt did retreat. 
What more could either's Genius for you do? 
You vanquiſt d for your ſelyes, and others too. 
When Gideon had prepar'd his fuller Hoſt, 

*T was order'd Numbers ſhould not have the Boa. 
Tenlarge his Hopes he did contract their Sum, 
Taught that they were too many to o'ercome. 
Superfluous Cohorts thus away were ſent 
Which elſe had ſervd our Conqueſt to prevent. 
*T was our Decreaſe the tempted Foc decoy d, 
Firſt to be ſafe, and then to be deſtroy d. 

Now laugh, Bavaria, that leſs cloſely preſs, 
Thy Arts procur'd thee Time, Supplies and Reſt. 
| Ours was the Gain and Luck of the Delay ; 

Unjoin'd thou couldſt have been but half a Prey. 
Hi” Thy Botans ſighing leave their native Soil, 
And ſullen Gauls forſake their foreign Spoil. 
See how away their ſhrinking Legions haſte ! 
Howc'er they ſudden flow'd, they ebb more faſt. 
So did of old deliverd Egypt find 
The Locuſts hurry from the driving Wind. 


Fair 
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Fait Year, how lovely to the Memory's Sight, 

& Muſt thy brave Days to us ſhine ever bright 

How in thy Honours ſhalt thou ſtill remain, 

8 And Gifts, too good to have em giv'n in yain! 

From thee free Cities all again are free, 

And Auſtria gains yet more than Liberty; 

| Landau once more to Germany's reſtor d, 

Traerbach no longer owns a Gallicł Lord, 
Europe ſees chang d the Face of her ill Game, 

| And Britiſh Arms date anew gawdicr Fame, 

Yet ſoon, Fair Year, another ſhall be born 

| Whoſe Fortunes ſhall en thy Succeſſes ſcorn ; 

When hapleſs France ſhall meet with no Repair 

| For Loſings here, by healing Winnings there; 

But from the Roots each failing Project torn, 

We more ſhall joy, and Louis morc ſhall mourn ; 

When Eugene ſhall, like CHurchill, have his Hour, 

And each be by himſelf a Conqueror, 

With Fate like theirs, who, after ſocial Trade, 

And, with joint Stock, a thriving Venture made, 


r 
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Part too fo well, that each advances more 
Singly, than both together did before. 
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As when th' aſpiring Poet, forc'd a while 
By inobſequious Matter drops his Stile, 
After ſome beautitul, and bolder Flight, 
Not low he falls deſcending from his Height; 
And ſoon as fair Occaſion to his View 
Offers itſelf to be improv'd anew, 
Again he ſtretches, and again does ſoar, 
And joys, and emulates himſelf before: 
Such was our War (nor fail'd goodStrokes to bring 
From Bleinheim's Summer to Ramillia's Spring; 
Such was our War, when fair Ramillia s Spring 
Did, with Increaſe, a Bleinheims Summer bring, 

See, ſec the Gauls embattel'd on the Plain 
To try new Hopes, which they ſhall try in vain. 
Vet there's Revenge their Valour to inflame, 
And former Honour too, and latter Shame. 
But the weak Paſſion till ſhall ſtronger prove, 
And ſhew that tis in War as tis in Love; 
Where a poor Nymph( who too had vanquiſh'd been 
When leaſt, perhaps, ſhe had the Fate foreſeen) 
Bluſhing and blaming her too eaſie Crime, 
Thinks better to reſiſt another Time; 


And 


JJ 
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| And well perhaps ſhe fences, arid perhaps 

| The Lover falls, and juſt, and juſt ſhe ſcapes ; 

þ But he returns, and her Alarms begin, 

And ſoon ſhe finds that ſhe again muſt ſin ; 
The ſenſe of former things does quick revive, 
| Nor longer then ſhe has the Heart to ſtrive; 

| Yiclding to all th' Impreſſions of his Flame, 

| She gives Way faſter, and confirms her Shame. 
Like Turn and End our ruder Struggle found: 


| Here lies the Gen'ral proſtrate on the Ground; 


Thete Foes preſumptuous grow ſecure of all; 

Soon undeceiy'd ; he riſes, and they fall. 

Entellus ſo, rais d from the harmleſs Plain, 

(As Fate had meant his Hindrance for his Gain) 

Urg'd with thick Strokes the Phrygian o'er the 

Field, 

And made him feel his Refuge was to yield. 
Strongly the watchful Guardian overthrown, 

Th' Heſperian Garden open is our own; 

Totake its precious Fruit, but not to claim 3 

Our Labours roo intend a nobler Aim; 


Euriſtheus has the Prize, and Hercules the Fame. 
d | K Fair 
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Fair Cities (tlioſe our tempting Apples are; 

More truly Golden, and more lovely far) 

Or kindly drop into the Gathercr's Hand, 

Or would in vain a handſome Force withſtand. 
*Twere weary Work to follow ſwift Renown 

To ey'ry Fortreſs, and to ey'ry Town, 

That prov'd our Arms, or truſted to our Faith, 

From early Lovain, to concluding Aeth. 

Not, Menzn, thy own Strength a Guard could be, 

Nor, Dendermond, thy drown'd Campaign to thee, 

Where now, O/tend, 's thy Fame of Days before, 

When only 1/;um had, in Fable, more ? 

Three real Years paſs d, ere thou wouldſt be won: 

Coy then ſo long, now art thou kind ſo ſoon? 

Let one good Reaſon for both Times prevail; 

Thoſe then defended thee, who now aſſail. 
Who dares be fare that this is all? who knows 

What to the Britiſiß Arms th? Italian owes? 

His wondrous March when bold Eugenio made, 


And flew o'er Rivers, Trenches to invade ; 


When Turin's Schellenberg at once did do 
A Bleinheim's Work, and a Ramillia's too, 
A 
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A Piemont ſav d, and did a Milan gain, 
Might he not then againſt a Rival ſtrain ? 
By his own Brav'ry warm'd enough before, 

A view of Glory ſtill might fire him more. 
His Vict ries thus by Churchills might be won, 
And his Troops dare what had by ours been done, 
| Takethis away, yet England ſtill was there; 

Her Golden Aids ſupply'd a ſolid Share. 
Whoc'er compos'd the Limbs, or rul'd the Pow'rs, 
The needful Sinews of the War were ours. 

Who can thoſe Sinews touch, and dully prove 
Unmindful of the Head by which they move ? 
Who would not juſt ſalute Godo/phin's Fame 
Short Praiſe will ſerve where none preſumes to 

blame. 
His Providence at Home is felt afar : 
To guide the Treaſure isto rule the War. 
His Key divides with the good Gen'ral's Sword; 
But his Campaigns no Winter's Eaſe afford, 
How can the faithful Halifax's Care 
Here be refus'd a well-demanded Share ? 

K 2 A Debt 
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A Debt of Honour laſtingly is his, 
Due for both what he was. and what he is. 

Shall the Year paſs, Mordaunt, without thy Name 
Activity was half of Czſar's Fame, L 
Prompt to relieve what thou wert brave to gain, 
Thy Barcelona doubly prov'd thy Vein. 
Let heavy Captains boaſt the practis d Part ; 
Thy native Vigour foil'd the Fencer's Art. 

Why, finiſh'd Galway, ſhould we thee decline! 
Tho Sy/iphus's wretched Part were thine. 
What ifth' unwilling Weight falls back again ? 
There may be Praiſc in Lab'ring ev'n in vain. 
But luckleſs Merit ſhines but to a few; 

It is not what we are, but what we do. 
Soldier, thou know'ſt a Philoſophick Part; 
Let thy good Head teach Patience to thy Heart. 
Of that poor Virtue MariFrough has no need; 
His rich Attempts beyond our Hopes ſucceed. 
The waving Sword in his auſpicious Hand, 
Carries th Effect of a Magician's Wand; 
Makes vanquiſh'd Legions like aw'd Spirits do, 
Not retreat only, but ev'n vaniſh too. 

When 
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When by the Mother, and the Daughter Queen, 
N Their, and their Perſias, Conqu ror firſt was ſeen, 
N [ His graceful Friend they for himſelf miſtook, 
Nor found the Hero in th unanſwering Look. 

| Churchill had there been ſafe ; he both can be 
Th' Hephaſtion, and the Alexander he. 


b Happy Commander, like him ſo the more 


For having had thy Philip too before, 

| Who left thee Troops ſo worthy to ſubdue, 

| Thy Veteran Troops, and thy Parmento's too. 

But then unjuſt, like him, thou wilt not be, 

(Not ſuch thy Envy, or thy Vanity) 

Nor grudge to each, what does to each belong; 

To do them Right, is not to do thee Wrong. 
Happy Commander, whoſe kind Enemies 

for thee, leſs wary, ſeem no longer wile. 

Who durſt have hop'd, who modern Fields had 


known, 


That France would openPlay have needleſs ſhown ; 
With mod'rate Odds Foes unbetray'd would meet, 
And venture on the Chance of a Defeat? 


Not 


9 
Not thus when William the hard War did guide 
Then ſurer ſtrength and ſteadier Arts they try d. 
While he had leave with a ® Colignys Fate 
Not to be fortunate, but only Great 
Often Succeſsleſs, awful ſtill appear d, 
And conquer'd leſs, becauſe he was ſo fear d. 
He, who his Army made as well as led, 
At once their warming Heart and forming Head; 
He who would not let > Conde win the Day; 
But from that Lion raviſh'd back the Prey ; 
He,who,when® vanquiſh'd, would not vanquiſh'dbe, 
But made Retreat, to him, be Victory; 
So dear could ſell a Conqu'ror's empty Name, 
That the dlame Honour was not worth the Maim; 
Woas not to be allow'd an equal Lay, 
At once for winning Glory and the Day. 
So gainſt a Nymph of known and dang' tous Fame, 
We guard ſo well we ſcape her conqu ring Aim, 
While raſhly vent ring on th' unpractis d Maid, 


— ann 


Oft we pay dear for being leſs afraid. 


Le plus grand homme de ce tems ld, mais le plus malbeurenx, 
ſays the Biſhop of Rhodes ot him. b Battle of Seneff. e But 
_ tle of Mount Caſſel. 4 Battle of Lander. 

Happ 
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Happy Commander, happy in regard 
| Both of thy Work, and of thy Work's Reward. 
Titles, and Wealth, and Favour, all arethine ; 
New Limitations dignify thy Line ; 
Thy Daughters Sons are made, and all agree 
At once in Honour of the Fair and thee. 
Bleinheim with Vict'ry in its Name does riſe 


A maſſie laſting Trophy to the Skies. 
The Poets fain Eternity would give ; 
Nor ſhalt thou die if they themſelves can live. 
The People give Applauſe ; only the Queen 
Is louder bleſs d, or with more Rapture ſeen. 
The Queen who ſits, like a firſt Cauſe, above, 
While by Her Laws below the ſecond move; 
So in Her Palace keeps the Sov'rcign Mind, 
Sending the Spirits to their Parts aflign'd ; 
Obſequious to their Provinces they run, 
And do but what ſhe order'd to be done. 
If we are proſp rous, if we pow'rful ſhew, 
To Her tis owing firſt who wills it ſhould be ſo. 
Hers is with juſt Prerogative the Praiſe 
3 oral their Worth, whomShe, with more, does raiſe; 
95 


— 


(72) 
The Praiſe of thoſe who Kingdoms can unite, 
Who wiſely counſel, or who bravely fight; 
Of thoſe who Juſtice on the Bench decree, 
Of Ho#t's found Law, and Cowper's Equity; 
Of all who toil our Safety to increaſe, 
By foreign Conqueſts, or domeſtick Peace. 
Nor does She find Her Benefits are yain, 


Nor o'cr a thankleſs Race does unrequited reign, 


Her Senate gen rouſſy aſſiſts Her Fame, 
Her Realms a thouſand Gratulations frame, 
And ſhew ſuch Zeal for Her and Her Succeſs, 
That She Her ſelf loves Her own Glory leſs. 
All in their ſev'ral Ways their Homage pay, 
And wiſh no more than ever ſo tobey. 
Who would not let em ever ſo obey, 
Rejoyc d to ſee em ſuch glad Homage pay ? 
What may their Country not expect again, 
From Churchill's Service, and from ANNa's Reign, 
When whate'er that, or this, can do of Good, 
Is all fo willingly well underſtood, 
So gratefully return d, as we deſign d 

A Charm that ſhould our Benefactors bind; 
5 When 
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| When noble Deeds, and Fame acquir'd before, 
Are with the Noble too but Earneſts ſtill of more? 


Janus, thou future Time doſt preſent ſee, 

| Know'ſt how Events will with our Hopes agree, 

And what thy untry'd Year intends to be ; 

| If twill for Sieges chuſe to be'renown'd, 

Or in the Field with fairer Laurels crown'd ; 

If, in proceeding Belgium to reſtore 

| To be the Belgium once it was before, 

It means Namure again ſhall have a Name; 

(Nor only under William give us Fame) 

Or, if our older Honours to renew, 

In France itſelf it Engliſs Arms may view. 

Some gen tous Fruit it muſt deſign to bear, 

Nor amid ſuch Renown will loſe its Stare. 

As thou foreſeeſt, Bards ſometimes can foretell, 

And, when the Proſpect's pleaſing, love it well. 

n, Let others love it, but already I 

Haye had enough of dreaming Prophecy. 

No more indulging viſionary Rage, 

We yet may wiſh, and may the Wiſh preſage: 
L May © 


cn 
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May'ſt thou, young Year, then happily aſpire, 
And ſtately build our Britz/þ Glory higher. 
May Churchill his own conqu'ring Steps purſuc, 
And others emulous purſue em too. 

May Louis raſh, as a vex'd Gameſter, grow, 
And, to loſe deep, ſet boldly to the Throw. 
May thus our Fleet too its NRamillia gain, 

And Shovel prove the Marl rough of the Main, 
May our Lerian War grow ſtrong, and thrive, 
And proſp'rouſly with ev'ry Hardſhip ſtrive, 
May ANN A, efficacious in Intrigue, 
Preſerve in Heart an unmoleſted League ; 

Some Quiet make, and others Quiet keep, 
Make the Rhine wake, and make the Danube ſleep, 


And if ſoft Peace thou with thy downy Wing 


May'| hatch, and ſuch a lovely Preſent bring, 


May it be Peace; for all muſt leſs abhor 


War that breeds Peace, than Peace that leads to Wat. 
At Home may the ſame wiſe and good Deſign 
Two Kingdoms and two Kingdoms Wiſhes join. 
Let not the Marriage, like a Marriage, do, 


And make us one the more to make us two; 


But 


If 
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8 But calm let either Britiſh Nation learn 

- What is their mutual and their great Concern 

f By Reaſon taught (which may their Pride controll) 
How here to be a Part's more than to be a Whole. 
May fair Religion love a moral Fame, 

And pity d Whimſeys make its only Shame z 
May ev'ry Faith ſome Charity reveal, 

And teach Humanity, as well as Zeal, 


Thus may'ſt Thou bravely with paſt Years contend, 
Nor only like Thy Predeceſſor end, 

But fo, a thouſand Ways illuſtrious, ſhine, 

That only following Times may vie with Thine. 


Upon His Majeſty's Acceſſion and 
Arrival. 
In che Year 1214. 


E comes, of waiting Nations the Deſire, 


Comes to fulfill our Hopes, and Songs inſpire; 
Comes the brave William's Image to expreſs, 
Make us review Him more, and want Him leſs. 
Years we had late of Glory and of Arms; 

But Conqueſt cloy d, and Peace had painted Charms. 
L 2 As 
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As we had play'd with War for Playing's Sake, 
We won the Game, and we return'd the Stake, 
Like her of old (who plotted to evade 

The Hopes ſhe gave, the Promiſes ſhe made, 
Lovers clude who never touch'd her Breaſt, 

And wait the Lord who all her Wiſh poſſeſt) 
By Counſels dark to ſpoil good Work we ſtrove, 
Our Night unray'lling what our Day had wove. 
He comes the Madneſs, and the Waſt to ſtay, 
All to preſerve that is not thrown away, 

Of Enemies to mock the vain Pretence, 

And juſtify the Care of Providence. 

The Man, whom God did to the Seer deſign 
(Not with Regard to Elderſhip and Line) 
The future Ruler of his choſen Race, 

When his Day came, and better Fate took Place, 
(Sudden, ſurprizing, certain, after Years | 
Of evil Aſpect, and of cloudy Fears) 
Poſſeſs d at firſt not half the deſtin'd Throne; 
Fudah was his, but Judah was alone. 

His frac whole at once this David gains; 
No Atner here the Houſe of Saul maintains; 


All 


( 


all bow; the very Tribe of Benjamin 


Homage profeſs, and fain would Favour win. 
When Conclaves thus the Triple Crown have plac d, 
dubmiſs alike the different Factions haſt ; 
And ev n thoſe fly the Pontiff to adore 
Who gave his Riyal all their Aid before. 

The March proceeds ; the various Train ſurvey, 
The Pomp, the Glories that adorn His Way. 
Hear what a Voice the Joy to Heay'n does ſend, 
The Myriads ſee which His Approach attend, 
With willing Worſhip in His Day of Power, 
And Eyes that ev'n his diſtant Looks devour. 
This Son to our bleſt ions Empire born, 
as from the Womb of the delightful Morn 
The ſilver Dew, ſuch to ſalute His Sight 
The Conflux ſhews, as plentcous and as bright. 
Life in the Cheeks, and Pleaſure in the Air, 
ge feels new Youth, and Beauty looks more fair. 
but ſee, oh! ſee how prideleſs, how ſedate 
Ic views the Honours, and ſuſtains the State. 
ach Temper congruouſly by thoſe is ſhewn 
Vho mean to reign not for themſelves alone, 

Freedom 
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Freedom and Empire would together bring, 
And know that tis a Task to be a King. 

Thus while He moves on the triumphant Stage, 
What various Thoughts the buſied Minds engage 
Some the new Change with Eyes of Wonder ſee, 
And for a Moment doubt if yet tis He. 

Some curious to conſult His Form and Face, 
His Virtues in His Viſage think to trace, 

Find in His Look, as Fame hath drawn his Mind, 
The Plain, the Calm, the Steady, and the Kind. 
To future Times enlarging then their Scope 
Seek in His Heir Britannia other Hope, 

With Audenard'sDay, and great Remembrancefird 
Of Danger ſcorn'd and fadeleſs Bays acquir'd. 
The lovely Sex t' indulge their Eyes prepare 
(For ſtill the Brave are precious to the Fair,) 

And gueſs what lively Beams, what vig'rous Rays, 
Muſt warrant ſuch a Flame, and ſuch a Praiſe. 

Others, old Splendor to the New to join, 
Backwards review the long illuſtrious Line; 
Now the remoter, now the nearer Parts, 
Erneſtine Arms, polite Sophia Arts. 


Not 


Ly 
05 


4 


\ Of 


(79) 

Not paſſing her, worthy a happier Scene 1 

2: Bohemid's pitied and abandoned Queen, 

Whoſe Spirit ſhares fraternal Henry's Fire, 

And Fate reproach d an unreſenting Sire; 

Then® Him whom Chance ſo fitly did ordain 

Down to tranſmit the rich exalted Strain, 

Worth to infuſe into heroick Zell, 

And give the noble Chriſtian to excell, 

The Predeceſſor of his Grandſon's Name, 

And equal Predeceſſor of His Fame, 

For Prudence ſo, and ſo for Truth renown'd, 

And Courage with a Cauſe of Honour crown'd ; 
Him too, who off the Roman Bondage threw, 

And did Fanatick Libertines ſubdue. 
Thence wandring upwards in a Field of Pow'rs, 

Conquerors, Heroes, Rulers, Emperors, 


1— — 


Daughter of King James I. 


d George, the ſixth of ſeven Brothers, who agreeing that only 
one ſhould marry, and the Perſon to be determin d by caſting Lots, 
the Lot fell upon Him, from whom iſſued Chriſtian Lewis the 
lte Duke of Zell, and Erneſt the King's Father. 


© Erneſt, Grandfather of George. He introduced the Reforma- 
tion, and defeated the Anabepriſts, | 


if 


(80 


If not to Guelphs, and Azor's early Time, 

They to the Height of mighty d Henry climb, 
Henry the © Lion of th Hercinian Shade, 

Bavaria Him, Him Saxony obcy'd ; 

His was from E/ve'sto the Rhine's wealthy Stream 

The wide Dominion; now Britannick Thames 

Joys to repay His potent Offspring more 

Than from the Rhine to Elue He loſt before. 

Him as Fatc's diſtant Secrets He had read, 

Our * Henry choſe for His Matildas Bed; 

While youngerDaughters meant for meaner things, 

Poſſeſs d Caſtilian and Sicihian Kings. 

Remembring this, it does new Joy afford, 

Doubly to ſee our Jaxon Line reſtor d. 

Mix'd as we are by Conqueſt, Time and Art, 

Our German Ground is ftill our nobler Part, 

Sways in our Manners, in our Race abounds, 

Rules in our Laws, and in our Language ſounds 


* 


4 Ozho, Son of Herry, was Emperor, and Frederick was choſe 
in the Room of NMenceſlaus depoſed. 


© He was ſurnamed the Lion. See for all theſe thing ales. 
art's Obſervations Hiſtorical and Geanealogical. 


f Henry II. in whom the Saxon Line was reſtored. p 
An 
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And if to keep a State more near the ſame, 


Kind Fate perhaps in freſh Teutonic Kings 


| To right our Motions hath renew dhe Springs. 


Leaving this range, and each Anceſtral Urn; 
They from His Lineage to Himſelf return; 
Think of bright Paths He ſtill hath loyd to tread, 
Arms He hath born, and Armies He hath led; 

Of being courted to accept Command, 
And that Command expericnc'd and diſdain d; 


Of Faith to Liberty's fair Intereſt, 


And hatching Miſchief in the Oppreſt ; 

Of Years mature, and Government long, proy'd, 
And ancient Subjects, loving and belov'd, _ 
And Bounds of Laws madecaly by a Ming, 
Which. in unſtinted Pow r itſelf confin d. 


To crown the reſt, grateful and pleas'd they note 


Who, watching Times, did the good Work pro- 
mot; 

from what Fiſt Mover both Effet did ſpring; ; 

Towhom we owe th'EleQor and the King, 


We oft ſhould bend it tox / rds the prim tive Frame, 


(82) 
From all inclining to a kind Preſage 
Of proſp rous Glory for the coming Age, 
If pois ned Humouts, and a frantick Land 
Admit the Methods of the faving Hand. 

In Him che Swain an honeſt Hope reſumes, 
To ſheer his Engliſh Fleece for Englifh Looms, 
Commerce i in Him, His Counſels, and His Aid 
Truſts to revive, ſure not to be betray'd. 

The Church depends on Him to be enſurd, 
Both from Her Focs, and from Herſelf ſecurd. 
The State hopes all that Vigour can impart, 
With foreign Wiſdom, and a Britiſi Heart. 

© Oh! could that Wiſdom ſo prevailing be 
With Britiſh Views to make His Britons ſee; 
Aright their Enmities and Fears direct, 

Nor gulphy Seas as verdant Plains affect; 
Ceaſe the wild Roarings of light-headed Zeal, 
And let our fooliſh Wounds have Leave to hei 
Then Praiſe renew'd our Union ſhould attend, 


Nor Foes on Us more than themſelves depend; 
Repair d, erect and ſafe ſhould ſtand our Frame 


Or fall by outward Storms without our Shame 
The 
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Then ſhould He glory to haye compaſ d more 
Than mighty William could Himſelf before, 


Perſuaſwe 70 Love. 


Ove, Sylvia, love, if you'd be bleſt, 
Love is: Life's great Intereſt. ': | 
So yalu'd, and ſo underſtood: ' 
By all the Wiſe of Fleſh and Blood. 
See, the Brute Shees all well-inclind. 
Are to the welcome Courtſhip kind. 
Each Bird ſelects a fav'rite Mate, 
And quits, well-pleag'd, her virgin State. 
Fiſhes, which ſeem ſo cold to be, 
Are warm to Love, ev 'n in the Sea. 
Our Mother Earth betimes begun, 
And ſtill enjoys the vig rous Sun. 
The barren Soil, where all is vain, 
That neither teems with Graſs, nor Grain, 
Vet loves the kind Endeavour ſtill, 
And void of Pow'r, to ſhew the Will, 
More fierce the darted Beams devours, 


And greedier ſucks the falling Show'rs. ._. 
M 2 All 
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All Things t to Kitidly Love ve te, | 
And Nature pay in chat her due; 

Ot hated Chaſtity afraid, * 
And nothing willing is a Mad. 
And ſhall dull Woman court alone 
That which all other Creatures ſhun, 
Wiltully negligent, and co, ß 
To the World's univerſaf Joy? 
Think, Sylvia, tis not in Retreat - 
But Converſation Life is ſweet. 
The freakiſh Anchotet rhat flies 


From this, meets Scorn from all 6 Wir. 


And can it then be thought well done 
From Nature's. beſt Converſe to run? 

Will it the Maid's Diſcretion prove 

To live the Anchoret of Love? 

N o, not in all their Solitude 

Are wildeſt Beaſts ſo dully rude. 

Still ſociable to this Regard.,. 
They couple, though they do not herd. 
From Things leſs necdful they remove, 
Fly Day and * t follow Love. 


And 


= — , —¹Üöbi 
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And ſhall not we? Were juſt and kind 
To meaner Appetites; We ming 
Our Thirſt and Hunger; Drink and Food! - 
Are duely, and by all purſu d. 
So ſhould Love with yet greater Strife; 
Plealure' of morc coneern than Life" 


2444224442224 
Love again —_— = 


Orinna, were jou not fo fait, 

vou freely might: have Leave to err, ö 
Now mii d with yours our Int "ret fies; 2 
We ſuffer if you ate not wife; 

Thus are concern d for our own Sakes, 

To rectify your dull Miſtakes; Frags 

Each idler Fancy to remove, 

And give you juſter Thoughts of Love: 
Love, which to you hath been too kind, 
No better Recompence to fino 
Love too, that would be kinder fill, 
Would you but let Him have his Will 


Your 
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Your Seryants ſec, a num'rous Race, 
That at your Feet ſtill court your Grace; 
Theſe Love hath brought, and for your Sake; 
But you their trueſt Uſe miſtake. 
Love deſignd frank and generous Ends, 
Meant them not Slaves alone, but Friends. 
And would each willing Youth employ 

For you a Miniſter of Joy.“ | 

Why ſhould you then, yourſelf to cheat, 
The good Intent of Love defeat? | 
Chooſe from the Croud, chooſe one at leaſt, 
Who bleſs'd in you may make you bleſt 

In ſilent ſoft Delights, to none 
But kind united Lovers known. 

Advantage take of proffer'd Gain, 


Nor render Youth and Beauty vain.. 
Vain Beauty, and vain Vouth does prove, 
Loſt both, When not of Uſe ta Love. 
| Object not you, nor urge to me, 
; The fond Pretence of Liberty. 
'Tis but a Cheat with all its Boaſt, 
. Dear kept, and would be wiſcly loſt. 


The 
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The Man of Wealth by his Eſtate | : ll 
Is bound to Cares which on it wait, 


| From which the ſtarving Beggar's free ; 
Would therefore you that Beggar be? 
In Viſits, Company, and Friends, 
There's a Confinement that attends 
A Vaſlalage to Forms and Rules; 
Should therefore we turn ſavage Fools, 
Renounce Converſe, and, known of none, 
Wilfully reſolve to live alone ? 
Corinna, heed not Thoughts ſo vain ; a 
Love is far more than worth its Chain, 
And bought at any Price, is Gain. 
Try, and when with your Lover join'd, 
Cloſe you're in circling Arms confin'd, 
You'll find that Yoak fo ſweetly rude, 
So ſoft thoſe Chains of Fleſh and Blood; 
You ſhall the grateful Bondage bleſs, 
Kiſs the kind Fetters while they preſs, 
Wiſh you might ever ſo be bound, 
While there with Triumph 'twill be own'd 
How 
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How dull, how very dull they prove, 
Who, to ſave Liberty, loſe Love. 
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| Wo nts) 
Appho, thus with pitying Blame 
Did a thoughtleſs Maid reprove ; 
Why kat Lovers all this Aim, 
vet thy ſelf ſo ſtrange to Love? 
Vain of Slaves vou ill may trcat, 
'You neter know their truer Charms, 
Loſing idly at the Feet 
Things whoſe Uſe is in the Arms. 
II. 
Truſt me, Nymph, we wrong contrive 
For our ſelves in wild Diſdain; 
Left no Bliſs but to derive 
Pleaſure from a Wiretch's Pain. 
7 Fools, for Nature's-juſter Art, 
Has in Love the Joys conjoyn'd ; 
Scorns a poor miſtaken Part, 
To be pleasd we muſt be kind. 
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rer rere erer erer 


To Lo vr. 


Ove, thou chief Good of Humankind 
How Friendly is thy Influence! 
Thy Paſſion ſweeteſt ſooths the Mind, 
Thy Pleaſures higheſt treat the Senſe. 


And yet we wrong thee and thy Joy; 
We waſte thy Day and loſe thy Night; 
Vain Men deride thee as a Toy, 

Poor Women fly thee in a Fright. 


No matter Love; the gentle Prize, 
And ſuch as know thee hold thee dear; 
They find thy pleaſing Follies wiſe; 
Thy Loſs is what alone they fear. 


dome ev ry Day to thee converts, 
And nobly thou haſt this to boaſt, 

No Youth thy Service cer deſerts, 

No Nymph once gain'd was ever loſt. 


N SONG. 
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I. 
Hat tho' you cannot move Her 
With all your Art and Preſling? 
Vex not, fond filly Lover, 


Nor curſe the vain Addreſling. 
Why ſhould you lament 
When ſhe ſhould repent ? 
What Help if a Fool will deny thee 2 
'Tis all but a mils 
Of a Face and a Kiſs, 
And there's a good Sex to ſupply thee. 
| II. 
Who knows, would you but leave her, 
What Change ſhe may diſcover ? 
Perhaps may grant the Favour 
Rather than loſe the Lover. 
If nothing avail, 
Yet 'tis odds if ſhe fail 


To give thee full Right to diſdain her ; 


When 
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When after thy Love 
And thy Worth could not move, 
A Fool that has neither ſhall gain her, 
III. 
Make Love an eaſy Faſhion, 


And thy Succeſs thy Meaſure; 
Diſcarding ſtill the Paſſion, 
That will not bring the Pleaſure. 
Examine not why 
The Lady is ſhy, 
If Nature or Honour adviſe her, 
But, thy part fairly done, 
If ſhe'll not be won, 
Take leave and look out for a wiſer. 


See ee eee GOT 
On the Word Meet. 


S Veer to Lovers the Surprize, 
Sweet the Joy of meeting Eyes, 
When they meet in Looks that prove 


That the Souls too meet in Love. 
N 2 Sweet 
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Swcet 'tis the willing Hand to meet, 
To preſs and kiſs it ſweeter yet, 
Sweeter (till and high in Bliſs, 
When meeting Lips cach other Kiſs. 
But oh! the luſcious Sweet alarms 
But to think of meeting Arms! 
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Britain. 


Ritain, on other Lands let Bacchas ſmile ; 
Venus thy Friend more dignifies thy Iſle. 
No Clime its Beauties may compare; 
Supreme thou triumphiſt in thy Fair. 
Compleat in each engaging Part, 
Nor ſcorch'd the Brow, nor froze the Heart, 
Their nobler Luxury do thou improve, 


And place thy wiſe Exceſs in Love. 
Seb S SSS SSAAGAASAAAA ANNA 


Kinanefſs to a common Woman excus d 


8 
1 
| > nn laugh to ſee me fond appear 


Of one not worth the part, A 


l, 
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A Wretch by Nature inſincere, : 
And amorous by Art. 

Wrong not a well-meant honeſt Flame 
To Lais undeſign'd d; 

'Tis to her Sex, not Her, I am 
So ardent and ſo kind. 

II. 

Where now's the mighty Diff rence ſhown 
In what we diff rent do! 

One feigns to all alike, and One 
To all alike is true. 

As both have Hundreds done before, 
Each other we careſs ; 

Impartial ſhe no Man loves more, 
And I no Woman leſs. 


The Wiſh, or the Mliſtreſs. 


I cer Paſſion, in Hope of refining Delight, 
Shall engage me beyond the Amourof a Night, 


To ſeek dearer Arms and a faithfuller Kiſs, 
May it be for ſuch Charms, ſuch a Miſtreſs as this. 


May 
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Not vain of her Power, not quick to diſtruſt, 


From the Smile when we meet to the Sigh when 


(94) 
May her Face and her Mind to allure me conſpire, 
And what one begun may the other raiſe high'r; 


Relenting her Nature, and moving her Air 


With Eyes of Deſire to keep Hearts from Deſpair, 
| II. 
May ſhe neither be eaſy nor yet too ſevere, 


But with handſome Reſiſtance her Yielding endear, 


By winning Dclays pleaſing Hope lead along, 


And her Honour grow weak as my Paſſion grow: 


ſtrong ; 


Till ſoft to the Flame all the Rigour remove, 


And ſhe melt in a Fuſion of Pleaſure and Love, 


To make me rejoyce that I once did complain, 


To requite for the Stay, and repay for the Pain. 
p III. 


When thus ſhe is mine, may ſhe be mine alone, 


And want in Return to have me all her own. 


May her Prudence and Faith teach her Swain to be 
1 juſt. | 
May all her Endearments diſcover her Heart, 


we part; Waile 


E 


(95) 
While raviſh'd I ſee in each Look of her Eye, 
She for me would live, and ſhe with me could dyc. 
IV. | 
May ſhe know to ſuit Love in his every Way, 
To languiſh, to toy, to be eager, and gay. 
In the Hours of Delight may ſhe nothing forbear 
That can Pleaſure impart, or can Pleaſure declare. 
Yet ſometimes ſweet Bluſhes ſhould follow, to tell 
The Wanton aſham'd of her loving ſo well; 
Till, warm'd by a Kiſs, ſhe in Whiſper confeſs, 
She may love too well, but ſhe would not love leſs. 
5 
lapublick, may no looſe Demeanour betray 
The Freedom ſhe loves, and the Game ſhe does play; 
Yet nothing conſtrain d, leaſt I learn to believe 
de has Cunning to feign, and a Will to deceive ; 
but all her Behaviour let Decency guide, 
Encich'd with ſuch Worth, and good Humour be- 
ſide, | | 
That the World may not ſee, or not cenſure her 
Flame, 
but ſo much find to praiſe that they nothing dare 
hlame, VI. To 
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VI. 
To cnoble the reſt may ſhe Friendſhip adjoyn, 
And the Play of her Love have no under Deſign; 
Whilſt caſy and ſafe in the Down of her Breaſt 
My Secrets may fink, and my Cares may all ref, 
Thus may ſhe be all a fond Heart can require, 


Have much to cſteem, and yet more to deſire: 
Then, bleſt in her Arms, perhaps I may find, 


That a Woman can give more than half Woman. 


kind. 
777. 


Sett by Mr. Henry Purcell. 


I, 
Air Cloe my Breaſt ſo alarms 
From her Pow I no Refuge can find. 
If another I take in my Arms, 
Yet Cloe is then in my Mind; 


 Unbleſt with the Joy (till a Pleaſure I want, 


Which none but my Cloe, my Cloe can grant. 
U. Let 


(9) 
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Let Cloe but ſmile, I grow gay, 

And I feel my Heart ſpring with Delight, 

On Cloe I could gaze all the Day, 

And Cloe do wiſh for each Night; 
Awake when I think, or aſleep if I dream, 
Here Cloe's the Image, thete C/oe the Theme. 

III. 
Oh! did Cle but know I love, 
And the Pleaſure of Loving again, 


l; 


My Paſſion her Favour would move, 
And in Prudence ſhe'd pity my Pain; 
Good Nature and Int'reſt ſhould both make her 
1 1 
for the Joy ſhe might give, and the Joy ſhe might 
1299999000800009999909989 
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I 
An nothing, nothing move her 
To fave a hapleſs Swain? 
| O Nor 


. 
Let 
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Nor Kindneſs for the Lover? 
Nor Pity of the Pain? 
See, how ſhe flies denying 
To hear me but complain, 
Leaves me all faint and dying, 
Helpleſs, and vainly trying 
To bring her back again. 

II. 
Let nothing, nothing move her 
To ſave a hapleſs Swain, 
Nor Kindneſs for the Lover, 
Nor Pity of the Pain. 
Yet ſecking no Reſtoring, 
No Change his Faith ſhall ſtain; » 
Nor will he ccaſe adoring, 
Nor ſighing, nor imploring, 
Tho” all ſhall be in vain. 

III. 
But hopeleſs thus to languiſh 
When he no more ſhall bear, 
But, pin'd with ceaſeleſs Anguiſh, 
Shall fink beneath his Care; 


Then 
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Then ſhe, that did bereave him 
of Life, ſhall mourn his Fate; 
[Then wiſh ſhe could retrieve him, 


Then willing to relieve him, 
ut then *rwill be too late. 


br bp 5p he he hp hee he Sp hp Be Be fe 
Love to no Purpoſe. 


2 
Loe loving, who'd believe 
Her Swain could ask, and ſhe not give! 
What, to love and to deny ! 
To be inclin'd, and yet to fly! 
Sie might ſigh, or I complain z 
But both to ſigh, and both in vain. 
| II. 

dee what idle Doubts can do, 
Poor Cloe would, and would not too. 
When the Bliſs in View appears, 
Much, much The wiſhes, more ſhe fears; 
Dreads to act the kinder Part, 
And has the Will, but wants the Heart. 

* 8 O 2 III. Love, 


( 190) 

144. 
Love tis thou that art to blame, 
That Woman givſt ſo faint a: Flame. 
Wiſhes thou ſhou'd'ſt give them too, 
Ardor thoſe Wiſhes to purſue; '' 
Nymph, and Swain now both diſtreſt, 
Find either love, and neither bleſt, 


Sa 


Anſwer, in the Perſon of Love. 


Ou ſay he loves, whom you adore 3. 5 

| What would'ſt thou, fooliſh Swain, have more 
Think you that ſhe, who dies to yield, 

Should cer maintain the hated Field: 


Tis more than a weak Maid can do, 


2 


Againſt herſelf and Lover too. 
1 

Go urge the trembling willing Dame; 

She cannot ſcape but with your Shame. 

Let but the Lover act his Part, | : 

The reſt fhall follow with, the Heart. 7 

A while 


Fa 0 
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A while the Nymph may give thee Pain, 
zu Two can neer love long in vain. 


ieee eee rat | 
Hylas and Doris. 


8 
Nas ſigh'd, and faid complaining, 


Hope is fled, but Love's remaining; 
Love remains with ceaſeleſs Anguiſh, 
But ſo flatt'ring is the Grief, © © 
That, tho' tis to Death 1 languiſh, 8 
lan wiſh for no Relief,” n m 
How, what Magick, Love, inventing 
Mak't thou Ruine ſo contenting — 
Why deep Shades, and wild Retiring 
Court 1 thus to feed my Care? 
Here rejoice to lie expiring, 
Hothing thee againſt Deſpair ? 

Doris heard, and in Compaſſion 
trove no more with Inclination. 


ale 


Wich 
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Wich a Smile his Hope reviving, 
With a Kiſs ſhe chear'd his Grief; 
He grew bold, and ſhe, conniving, 
Let Him take a kind Relief. 


Iphis and lanthe. 
Sert by Mr. Barret. 


Se k | 
Anthe the lovely, the Joy of her Swain; 
By Iphis was lov'd, and low d 1phzs again; 
She liv'd in the Youth, and the Youth in the Fair, 
Their Pleaſure was equal, and equal their Care ; 
No Time, no Enjoyment the Dotage withdrew ; 
But the longer they lov'd, ſtill the fonder they grew: 
=: BER <8 
A Paſſion ſo happy alarm'd all the Plain, 
Someenvy'd the Nymph, but more envy dthe Swain. 
Some ſwore 'twou'd be pity their Loyes to invade, 
That the Lovers alone for each other were made; 
But all, all conſented that none ever knew 
A Nymph yet ſo kind, or a Shepherd fo trug. 
| III. Love 
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ye 
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III. 


Love ſaw them with Pleaſure, and vow'd to take 


Care 
Of the faithful, the tender, the innocent Pair- 
What either did want, he bid either to move, 
But they wanted nothing but ever to love; 
Said ' twas all that to bleſsthem his Godhead cou d do 
f they ill might be kind, and they till might be 
true. 
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0n a Riband of | his, given to make 
a Grrdle. 


80 to ſome wealthy Friend we love, 
The honeſt Servant we remove; 

Advanc'd in whoſe far better Place, 

Th indulgent Parting proves a Grace: 


Who will not ſwear *twas to prefer, 
Togive thee thus, and thus to her ? 
Surround her Middle ! I could find 
With me for thee, no Uſe ſo kind. 
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The Zones above that gird the Sky, 

Are not exalted yet ſo high. 

Tho they incloſe each ſhining Star, 
Thou hold'ſt a better Heay'n there. 


O, O the Beauties! O the Love! 

The Joys, the Charms that in thee move! 
The Girdle Love's own Goddeſs wore, 

Scarce that could boaſt to compaſs more, 


Dear Riband, how I love thee now! 
And now, fond N ymph, ſhe loves thee too; 
Pleas' d, pleas d ſo well with no Embrace, 
But when theſe Arms ſupply thy Place. 


Then very thines a flighted I 
Then, then ſhe lays thee. willing by; 
While their fond dearer Folds are caſt, 
Not round the Garments, but the Waſte. 


e RY RR 5 
The Pleaſures of Phyllis. 
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Ps has a gentle Heart, 


Willing to the Lovers Courting 3 
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Wanton Natute all the Art, 
To direct her in her Sporting. 
iu th! Embrace, the Look, the Kiſs, 
All is real Inclination ; | 
No falſe Raptures in the Bliſs, 
No feign'd Sighings in the Paſſion. 
II. 
But 0, who the Charms can ſpcak, 
Who the Thouſand Ways of Toying, 
When ſhe does the Loyer make 
All a God in the Enjoying ? 
Who, the Limbs that round him move, 
And conſtrain him to her Blifles? 
Who the Eyes rhat ſwim in Love, 
Or the Lips that ſuck in Kiſſes? 

III. 
O the Freaks when mad ſhe grows, 
es all wild with the poſſeſſing ! 
O the ſilent Trance that ſhows 
The Delight above Expreſling ! 
Every Way ſhe does engage, 
ly talking, ſpeechleſs lying 5 

I. 
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She tranſports me with the Rage, 
And ſhe kills me in her Dying. 


DSS Ke & EA DB coonooomongt | 
The Surrender. | 


J. 
Know thy Strength and will give way, 


Fair Foe, to thy all powerful Charms. 
When, ſure before to loſe the Day, 
Why ſhould we try the Fate of Arms? 

Alas! I am a Wretch ſo weak, 
To thee ſo very poor a Thing, 
One Shot from thoſe bright Eyes would break 
Through all the Forces I could bring. 
| Lan 
| Sometimes, when Scorn I apprehend, 
| N ſhrink, and fain I would not yield; 
| But oh! how vainly Id pretend, 
Who can't a Moment keep the Ficld! 
Then as leſs Hopes, and leſs appear, | 
1 J ſigh, and only find that J, 
wirt thy Advantage and my Fear, 


2 — * , * 


Cannot reſiſt, and would not die. | 
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III. 
Then caſe a Slave of all his Care, 


ad when he owns your Pow'r to kill, 


ze generous, and ſhew you are 

oo good to have the brutal Will. 
Treat kindly a poor vanquiſh'd Heart, 
And, ſince it never can be mine, 

Go gently act the Victoi's Part, 

| may be pleas'd to have it thine. 


KKN RVA AI NA DR ND RANDY SY RY 
The Difhdent encouraged. 
J. 
Hepherd, why ſo vain a Fear ? 
Poor frail Nymphs, what they ſevere! 


0 miſtaken in their Mould ! 


Tis not they but we are cold. 


Sew yourſelf but well inclin'd, 
Court you warmly, you fhall find 
Woman not more fair than kind. 


IL 
dee the Breaſts, and fee the Eyes, 


Th ſe that languiſh, thoſe that riſe z 
| P 2 Soc 
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See a thouſand Things declare 

They would yield, would you but dare, 
Go, Succeſs th Attempt mall crown; 
They invite thee to ſit down, 

And will they hold out the Town ? 
Here and there may be a Fool, 


Idly vain of being cool: 


Leave the aukward Wretch alone; 


Forty others will atone; 
Gentle they and wiſe ſhall prove, 

And take the good Advice of Loye. 
0992909500009209200590299 
To Celia. 

J. 
Etre, Celia, but thy Heart as kind 
4s thy ſoft Looks, thy flattering Smiles 


| What Joys might thence thoſe Vaſſals find, | 
Whoſe Hearts their pleaſing Force beguiles, Ill - 


While when to bleſs, and to enſlave, 
Such Kindneſs with ſuch Charms ſhould ſtrire, . 
| | The 
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The largeſt Wiſh no more cou'd crave, 

Than theſe could promiſe, that could give. 
Il: 

But then this Good ſhould be deſign'd 

As general as thy Victories; 

Its noble Object make Mankind, 


Since Mankind's their extenſive Prize. 


Let dully ſhe but one careſs, 

Who poorly too but one can fire ; 

Tis juſt that bravely all poſſeſs 

Whom all muſt needs, muſt needs deſire. 


A 8 0 N G. 
Printed in the Oxford Miſcellany. 1685. 


| Vil not ſigh, or wiſh alone, 
Tho' to ſpeak ſhould be in vain. 

[nc'er can be afraid to own 

A Paſſion J muſt entertain. 

you this Addreſs refuſe, 

blame your faulty Charms, not me. | 


If we paſs by, and will not bait, 
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"Tis but juſt they ſhould excuſe, 
Since they caus'd this Liberty, 

II. . 
A moderate Paſſion unreveabd 
Smother d in my Breaſt had been ; 
Like Embers, that with Sparks conceal'd, 
A while are warm, then die unſcen. 
But when Charms like yours combine, 
Such a Fire as mine to raiſe, 


Who can the fierce Rage confine ? 
It muſt needs break out and blaze. 


AASASASSASSADASAAASS A DADS 
The Fooliſb Delay. 


In the Year 1688. 


O more this Dallying and Suſpence, 
Vain Doubts, or heedleſs Negligence. 
But think with juſt Concern and Fears 


Of paſſing Days, and coming Years. 


Pleaſures that to 1eceive us wait, 


Arc 
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Are loſt; there's no returning back, 
That which we let alone, to take. 


That Stage for aver is paſs d ofcr ; 

All we can do's to loſe no more, 

But make our: ſelves the beſt Amends 
With the Remainder that attends. 


Youth muſt with all its Joys decay; 

Nor can vain Care prolong its Stay; 
Spare ne er ſo. much, ſpend ne ex ſo fat, 
Tis all the felf Game Thing at laſt. 


What boots it to be covetous 

Where Avarice can no Gain produce? 
What Fool would that Eftate not ulc, 
Which he howeer muſt ſurely loſe. 
You fear to wear out Love too ſoon ; 
And let profuſely Time run on, | 
That uncontrolP& purſucs its Race 3 
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Fruition is a harmleſs Thing, 
Drinks fair of a recruiting Spring, 
Whets the renewing Appetite, 
Not palls the Reliſh of Delight. 


Enjoyment will not harm one Grace, 
One Charm, one Feature in the Face, 
Or bring, at Thirty, Wrinkles there, 
Would not till Fifty clſc appear. 


Will Parts, for being employ'd decay? 

Can you cer kiſs thoſe Lips away? 

Or will that marble ſnowy Breaſt 
The ſooner fade for being preſt? 2 


No; tis W fond: uojuſt Preſage 

To think Youth us d advances Age. 

Be bold, and when the worſt y'have done, 
| The cautious Maid grows old' as ſoon. 


Does it more faſt the Flow'rs:deſtroy 
When Men the fragrant Scent enjoy ? 
Docs Summer haſten from our Clime, 
* Becauſe we uſe its Harveſt Time? 


U 


0; 


(113 ) 


No; May would paſs as ſwiftly by 


Did all its Sweets neglected ly; 
Should we the Summer's Fruits forbear, 
Yet Winter would be ftill as near. 


Since then Youth too muſt quit its Room, 
And Age, that dreadful Winter, come, 

Age, that dry, ſhrivel'd, frozen Thing, 
Lets uſe our Summer, and our Spring. 


go be LoL Lobo LoboboJobobo DoboBe Bobobole Dok Lo $0) 
The Shepherd's Hour, 


In the Year 1686. 


I. 
Tiere is in Love a happy Time 
(Could we the lucky Minute gain) 
When a juſt Daring proves no Crime, 
And feeble Pride reſiſts in vain; 
*cure of Conqueſt Man may then invade, 
Too weak's the poor unguarded Maid, 
Without aſfaifd, within betray'd, | 

Q II. When 
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( 114. ) 
II. 

When kindled Nature's all on Fire, 

And with delightful Influence 

Raiſes each melting fond Deſire, 

Softens the Mind, and warms the Senſe; 
In that kind tender Moment, e'cr it flies, 

Could I my Cloris but ſurprize, 


In vain ſhe'd ſcorn, in vain be wiſe. 
| III. 
But we alas! in Darkneſs rove, 


The friendly Hour too ſeldom guels, 

Through blind miſtakes ſucceſsleſs prove, 

And fail for an ill-tim'd Addreſs. 
Ah Fate! to Man what Favour doſt thou ſhow, 

Thus one kind Minute to beſtow, 

Yet let him not that one forcknow ! 


A Drinking S O N G. 


Occaſioned by an Auction at Oxford, in 
the Tear 1685, or 1686, 


I. 
Et the provident Fop 


For an Author bid up, 
7 ill the critical Half-penny catryt; Se: 
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Secure he may be, 
And unrival'd for me, 
Unleſs *twere an Auction of Claret: 
II. 
Were Champaign but expos d, 
I'd vy with the moſt, 
But for uſeleſs Books, let them rot all 
What the Devil care I 
Who'll Bellarmine buy, 
Give me but a Bellarmine Bottle? hy 
III. : 
Each' Glaſs of good Wine 
Excells the beſt Line 
Of the Learned, the Wiſe, or the 1 $ 


Each Bottle we count 


Io a Tome does amount, 
And a Cellar's worth more than a Boaley. 
IV. 
With Coſt, and with Pain 
We dull Learning obtain; 
At cheapeſt tis damnable hard Gain; 


22 While 
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While the Wine we adore, 
Enlightens us more, 

And Pleaſure gives into the Bargain. 

V. 

Then about with your Wine, 
If for Wit you deſign; 

Fair Drinking's the Way to acquire it, 
The fam'd God of Wit 

| To the Name has no Right, 

But by rip'ning the Grape to inſpire it. 


Tie Drinker 5 Plea. 


Sib Y bu 1% 
Clace Nature Mankind for Society ſram d, 
He againſt N ature fins who of Drinking saſhamd. 
To be nice were of Manhood myſelf to diveſt; 
*Tis not he who will drink, but who won't is the 


Beaſt, ö 900 | 
Drink's the Joy of our Kind, Man's dpi 
| Sin, 175 = "(if wn if | 


We as Animals love, but x dlink as were Men; 
; 'Tis 


() 


is the ſober dull Brute does for Thirſt only drink, 
he Brute that can't laugh, can't be merry, nor think. 
5 

How flat without this is our humane Converſe? 

How inſipid the Taft, if not heightned withTierce? 

How emptily grave, and how heavily gay, 

we goſſip at Night, or are buſy by Day? 

Let the Fools then of Gallantry, Traffick, and News, 

The Ruelle, th' Exchange, and the Coffee-houſe 
chooſe. | 

Who the Devil would be to a Virtue a Slave, 

Only fit for the Stateſman, the Fop, or the Knaye ? 

| III. 

Lets a League againſt all dead Sobriety join, 

That wretched Eſtate of Miſtruſt and Deſign; 

here Outſide, and Forms dear Freedom exclude, 

And we dare not be pleaſant for Fear we prove 
rude, 9 

Where Int'reſt a Mask, and Fear's a Diſguiſe, 

And makes Men unhappy to render them wiſe. 

The Drunkard ſecure on no Danger need think; 

There's of Prudence no Uſe, where theres Friend- 

ip and Drink. IV. Driak, 
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IV, y 
Drink, Drink then about, while,allIntereſtdrown! 
Mirth, Humor, and Wit with the Cup ſhall (G 

round. 

We'll laugh, and we'll ſing, be bold, and ſincere 
And removing all Danger we'll baniſh all Fear; 
We'll mock at theCautious, and ſcorn all Diſyuil 
Begin to be frolick, as we ceaſe to be wile, 


Till void of Reſerves, our jolly free Souls 
Prove clear as our Liquor, and large as our Bowls 


eh i262 Cr 10 029 G20 C120 25 C50 C. 29 Co ei 
The Captive. 


J. 
WII on thoſe Features happy caſt, b 
And moving Air I gaze, 
Still as one greedy View is paſt, 
Surveying with repeated Haſt, 
The Glories of that Face, n! 5737Þi 
Loſt in Delight I never mind 
The Danger that I run; 
Till got beyond Retreat I find, 


Whes 
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Vhen tis too late to be declin'd, 
The Ruin I ſhould ſhun, 

II. 
do the fond Inſet, void of Care, 
On Poplar Branches ſtraid, 
ill ſeiz d in a fair Amber Snare 
nat dropp'd ſo ſoft, and look d ſo fair, 
He found himſelf betray d. 
u firſt, diſtilling on the Heart, 
Love a looſe Power may have 
But quickly, by unheeded Art, 
dettling and fixing round the Part, 


10 
al 


dafe it ſecures the Slave. 
III. 
And yet, if you can Pity take 
Of him your Power diſarms, 
The proud Security forſake 
dur Eyes can give, and kindly make 
My Priſon in your Arms. 
ie Bondage Men on Force endure 
ls ever the moſt weak ; 
de willing Slave is moſt ſecure, 


— -- — — 


- 
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And thoſe ſtrong Chains are doubly ſure 
Whoſe Links we would not break, 
IV. 
Who'd from that lovely Breaſt remove, 
Or quit th' enchanted Ground? 
Thoſe Arms would magick Circles prove, | 
Who, ſo confin'd, could Freedom love, 
Or wiſh to be unbound ? | 
There let me, wrapt in pleaſing Reſt, | 
For ever Captive ly; 
By thoſe ſoft gcntle Fetters preſt ! 
Where could I ever live ſo bleſt, 
Or how ſo happy dy! | 


or Ep i hr hr ip dy hy hob hf rl 


' The Deſpairing Lover. 


I. 
B Reak, break, my- fooliſh Heart, 
Loaded with Love, and with Deſpair oppteſt. WT 
How canſt thou bear thy Smart? 
How rule the Ferment of this lab'ring Breaſt? 
| | N 3 
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No more the ſwelling Cloud's black Hoard retain 
Break, break, thou fooliſh Heart, and vent th in- 
cluded Pain. 


II. 
How cruel is thy Fate, 
Doom'd to Deſpair, tho meeting no Diſdain ? 
Thy Nymph, too ſoft to hate, 
Shares all thy Cares, and pities all thy Pain. 
In vain ; for all moves not her rigid Will; 
The Wiſh may be to ſave, but the Reſolye's to kill. 
III. 
How can I hope Redreſs, 
Worn not ſo much as to requeſt a Cure! 


Who, to preſerve her Peace, 
Have vow'd Deſpair, and choſen to endure z 
vilent muſt be, in pity to her Pain, | 
And never, never ask, for fear I ſhould obtain. 
IV. 
The Pulſes of thy Frame 
. mob thick with Pain, and ſtrong with Anguiſh 


move; 
ſt! 


No 
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The Breath that fans thy Flame, 
In Sighs now ventilates thy hopeleſs Love; 
Each various Aliment of the nat'ral Life, 


Now feeds but thy Deſpair, and but foments thy 
Grief. | 


V. 4 
Break then, thou fooliſh Heart ; 
Wiſely I'd dy, fince 1 can never live 
Make the ſad Bus'neſs ſhort ; 
il Who'd thus fill in continud Deaths ſurvive! MI 
Come, Courage; twill but one ſtrongPang require: 
Die all at once, and in one mighty Grief expite. 


$34333334434434 34345 34a; 

To Phylls. Z 

Hyilis, how long thus wildly gay 8 
Shall we falſe Joys approve ? 

V 


We idly laugh our Time away, 
And do but fool with Love. 
For Trifles we great Leiſure find 
- Thoſe warmly are purſu d. 
Should 
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Should we not too a little mind 
Neglected Fleſh and Blood! 
II. 
Truſt me, howe'er the Vain may jeſt, 
Or the Severe adviſe, 
Tis Paſſion only makes us bleſt, 
And only ſhews us wile. 
Take Human Life in all its Shapes, 
Free from Love's gentle Rules; 
We're all but pert light giddy Apes, 
Or dull. grave folemn Fools, 
III. 
Think then how we've the paſt miſpent, 
And what's to come improve; 
betimes grow wiſcly penitent ; 
Take up, and turn to Love. 
So good a Work needs no Debate; 
Tis high Time twere begun. 
When Pleaſure on Repentance waits, 


Who can repent too ſoon? 
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To a Miſtreſs whom he had endta. 
voured 10 leave loving, 


| Orgive me, deareſt Miſtreſs, if I ſtrove 
To break a rigid Yoak of fruitleſs Love; 

Forgive a Crime that but confirms your Pow', 
Forgive a Wretch, who now is yours the more. 
When Hope was loft, I would have Freedom gain d 
But that too hopeleſs I was faſter chain d 
Springing, and flutt'ring, as I looſe would get, 
Ilam'd my Wing to tangle but the Net. 
So the griev'd Subject would redreſs his Wrong, 
And arms, but finds the Tyrant's Force too ſtrong}; 
Sees all his impotent Endeavours brav'd, 
Fights to be free, and is the more enſlav'd. 
Oh! would't thou know the Efforts that I made 
How every Art I us'd, and every Aid ? 
Aids, which till then unfailing knew to be, 
But Aids that fail'd, and more than fail'd with me 
In flowing Wine I try'd to drown Deſire ; 

Then Women ſopght, and Fire would quench wit 
. Fire. Falſe 
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Falſe did the Wine, and falſe the Women prove; 

The Glaſs work'd wrong, and made me drunk with 
Love; 

And the dull Charms I did in others ſee, 

(For dull they were, or dull they ſeem'd to me) 

My Paſſion rais'd for thoſe I found in thee. 

[fled thoſe Charms, but oh ! I could not part 

from their dear Image rooted in my Heart. 

When Abſence fail'd me, and cou'd nothing do, 

came again; again, again would view, | 

To find a Blemiſh, or to glut my Sight. 

But this was Madneſs, and undid me quite; 

All the Deſign was turn'd into a Snare, 

Whilſt I unſated found you ſtill more fair. 

A thouſand Ways I ſtrove to break my Chain; 

A thouſand Ways I ſtrove, but all in vain. 

tool, this Event no better to foreſce; 

tool, who ſo little knew my ſelf and thee. 


Now better taught, and gaining by my Harms, 
lown your Pow'r, and here lay down my Arms; 
May grieve my loſt Eſtate, ſigh and deplore, 


ich but will conteſt, but will rebel no more. 


lſe 


No; 
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No; ſince it is my Fate to be a Slave, 
Love ſhall at length his Will in Quiet have. 
Where's the Diſcretion of ſtill ſtruggling on! 


3 


Riſing and lab'ring ſtill he keeps me down, 
Faint with Reſiſtance ſince I cannot ſcape, 
Pil ly indulgent to th' avoidleſs Rape; 

No more make head againſt th' impetuous Stream; 
Which loſt, and feeble I want Power to ſtem ; 
All I can gain's but to dy out of Breath, 

And to drown quictly's the wiſer Death. 
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I. 
W Hy ſhould coy Beauty be ſo hard 
Jo be to Joy perſuaded ? 
Why ſo perverſely, ſtand its Guard, 
By Love and Youth invaded? 
Did ever Dame againſt the Knight, 


Who came to her redre 
For the rude Giant Jailer fight, 
And help her own Oppreſling ? 
II, Suc 


(is) 
II. 
Puch Honour is, the tender Maid 


With rigid Force reſtraining; 

Love ſoon with Leave would lend his Aid, 
And end the Tyrant's Reigning. 

But the poor Fool's ſo taught to dread 
Her Friend, her - Foe to favour, 

She thinks it Ruin to be freed, 


m; 


protection to enſlave her. 
0 TE 
de wiſe ye Fair, and keep not dead 

Upon your Hands your Treaſure; 

Ine honeſt Lover does but plead | 
for a fair Truck of Pleaſure; | . | 
between the Nymph, and Swain that a 

In Love tis equal Trading; 

e gains the Riches of her Mine, 
And ſbe his Veſſel's Lading. 


e Ss 
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To Charmion, 


I. 
O Charmion, while ſo bright you ſhine, 
And 1 this Heart retain, 
Why with fond Aim ſhould I decline, 
What to decline were vain ? 
By Love, and Nature, you and I 
Were form'd to kill, and form'd to die, 
Heav'n muſt engage, not Reaſon arm, 
This Danger to remove, 
Change, and make you leſs fit to charm, 
Or me leſs apt to love. 


\ 

But there's no Hope as now we arc, L 
So very frail, and very fair. 5 
III. 4 

But yet a better Thing might be U 


Which you with Eaſe might do, 


If, Charmion, you would ſmile on me, 
As I muſt ſigh for you, 


S 
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vou might make Love a pleaſing * 
You fav'ring it as you create. 
We | ns 
Then, while you charm'd, I did adore,” 
Tho' both too in Excels, 
14 wiſh each fond Propenſion more, 
And not one Beauty leſs. 
could not be too well inclin'd, 


Nor you too fair when you were kind. 
SSS SSS S882 SSA A882 
The Se, Encouraged. 


I. 
Right me no more with idle Fears, 


Or talk, my Charmion may diſdain ; 
So pleaſing while the Nymph appears, 
Her Lover will not think a Thought of Pain. 
baſe Fear, as oft as Hope, deccives, 
And ever breaks the Lover's Reſt, 
While he who generous Hope believes, 
beluded yet is caſy, and is bleſt. 
2 8 II. Why 


- 
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Why ſhould-I think- a ill of Fate, 

Or fancy it ſo hard could prove, 

To damn a Wietch to dic. by that 

Which he was born of all the World to love? 

Tete better Nature to infer 

(Since Heav'n ſhould juſt ſoft Things decree,) 

That, dooming me to sgh for her, 

Her it has deſtin d too to ſmile on me. 
1146372 It. 

Her Look is gentle, and her Soul, 

And I am harmleſs and ſincere. 

What then ſhould here Succeſs control 

Make ſuch a Nymph to ſuch a Swain ſever? 

It cannot be; ſo warm a Heart, 

Such a fond, tender, faithful Love, 

W hilſt her good Nature takes their part, 

Can never fail, can never fail to move. 


TI"! 71 7 4 '4, 
— . 148 434 


64319 


boo 


AS ON G made to be fung 
at a Mulick-Meeting. 


Ome, Stoick, come thou proud Philoſopher, 
Thou, thou that art ſo cold, and ſo ſevere; 
Who with vain Gravity diſcad, 
Art ſo afraid of being pleas d. 
Come liſten, liſken to our runeful Strains, 
View the delightful Nymphs, and raviſſrd Swains. 
Poor loſt- Philoſopher, 
How wilt thou find thy Paſſions here? 
How wiſh ty felt all Eye, and wiſh thy ſelf all Ear. 
CHoRUs. 
Come Stoick, come thou proud Philoſopher, 
Thou, thou that art fo cold, and ſo ſevere. : 
Who ſo fevere whom Nfuſick cannot charm ? 
So cold whom Beauty cannot warm? 
But when both, both are combining, 
Both united Forces joining, 
S 2 Then 


- 
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Then what Madneſs *tis to arm! 
When fo kind too is th' Alarm, 
And ſuch Softneſs does impart, ( 


Such gladſom Tremblings to the Heart, [ 
 CHoRUs. 


Ro ſo ſevere whom Muſick cannot charm? 


Jo cold whom Beauty cannot warm? 
III. 
Let looſe thy Soul to Joy, 
Nor call what pleaſes thee a Toy. 
Fool he, that wants to be above 
* Gay Delight, and gentle Love! 
Fool, againſt himſelf contriving, 
Who, with, kindly Nature ſtriving, 
Quarrcls with the Sweets of Living. 
| CHORUS. 
Let looſe thy Soul to Joy, 
a call what- pleaſes thee @ Ty. 
i 3 
Virtue, the Miſtreſs of thy. Care, 
1s but a part of Good 


Pleaſure's 


(733) 
Pleaſure's the Reſt, is lovely fair, 
And would be wiſely wood; 
Cheat not thy ſelf of Bliſs was meant thee, 
But take, take all kind Fate has ſent thee. 
Grand CHORUS. 
All, all at favrite Hours improve, 
Deal in Muſick, deal in Love; 
All thy Faculties employ, * 
70 treat thy jolly Nature high, ö 
Every Senſe allow its Foy, . 
And evry Foy its Luxury; 
Let not Age have to complain, 
That neglected Touth was vain, 
Its Pleaſures an untaſted Sgeam ; 
Let not Time, when tis gone, 


Say that nothing was done, 1 

And Life ſcarce ſo good as a Dream. | | 
777 HG HLCG TE ILGINGNS 
An Epitaph for G. H. E. | - 1 


| His Monument of mournful Piety, 
s | + forrowing Father conſecrates to thee... 


þ 


—— — 


Tus to be forc'd to Bed before tis Noon. 


To be Memory of a very excellen 


Ra phos + Spe which could not wrong 
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Nor is Grief his atone; but for thee all | | i 
Who knew thy Life, eonjoyn d lament thy Fal 
Sigh to reflect on thy once lovely Youth, 

Thy modeſt sweetneſß thy well · natur d Tru, . 
The ripe Good Senſe that honour d thy green Yeay 6 
The pleaſiug Songs that fix'd our liſtning Ears; 
When thou, ſo form'd for eat delightful End, 
To charm the Miſtreſs, to endear the Friend, 
From Friend, from Miſtreſs, from thy felf too torr, 
Lyſt, loſt to all, in an ungrateful Urn. 
Why Fate ſo wildly are thy Shafts addreſt ? 
Why in ſuch Haſt with thy dull hated Reſt? 


Sleep ſhould wait Night; but tis ſeverely ſoot, 


SISASSASSASSAASASSASALLSY 


erſon. 


C beneficent, ſincere and free, 
(For Virrue, join d witk Pi icty in thee) * 
Whoſe feeble Body found thy Mind yet fironfy: 


1 


— — — — — — 


Wh 
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hile mourningFriends dotheirownLoſs  deylore; 
hom now thou may ſ aſſiſt or pleaſe no gte, 
ke thou Hivect Rel, and be thy Fate thy Can, 
And Gaia it is to loſe a State of Pain) 
Nature no more with Patience now at Strife, - | 
Secure in Death, and got well rid of Life,” | 


KKK NAGA NAN UGG 3 

Upon his loving To at one Time. 
"i 9 

JW Oudyou know how 1love, now at onde i 

love Two ? 

Kertorhis am more flit, narto that an moretrus; 

Wich either alone, her only I mind, 

but when I ſee both, to no one I'm inclin d; 

They each haue my Love, and uwe neither my 


15 


ul 


Heart. 


H. 


4 
S 


fm abſent from both, Fm for ncither i in Tan, 
4 lam pleas do be preſent 1 win either in. * 


* wt 3. — © 


| 
j 
y 
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Poſſeſſig but one would raviſh my Breaſt, 
And yet miſſing both ſhall not rob it of Reſt 


But who knows what Fortune a Lover may find) 
When two are his Aim, there are two to be kin 


555 
Another. | 


2 
Oung Iris I love, and young Amoret too, 
With Eyes, and a Heart what leſs ſhould I do! 
So pretty the Pair, twere unjuſt to be true, 
And pay one alone what to either is due; 
Love's owing of Right where er Beauty we view. 
hh: 


I I render to both what their Charms may requit; 


And neither love leſs, while I t other deſire. 
Together 1 love them, . Hove them apart, 
Wiſh each in my Arms, as they re each in my Hean, 
And ſeek double Joy to relieve double Smart. 
ann — 


Which beſt. I ſhall love the Nymphs muſt agree: 
Her I. will love beſt, who beſt ſhall loye me; 
Th 


[ 
\ 
1 
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The yielding and kind, the triumphant ſhall reign ; 
But ah! would both yield, both be kind to the 


Swain, 


How well then might all become even again. 


S DD 
Of his Miſtreſs. 


Y Miſtreſs ſo bewitches me in Love, 
No Hours at Reſt from her Inchantments 
move; 

When ſhe is preſent, to all elſe I'm blind, 

And abſent ſtill ſhe's preſent to my Mind; 

No Crowd ſo great her Image to exclude, 

And from her Spirit there's no Solitude; 

None, none from her ; nor any do I ctaye, 

Tis Solitude and her that I would have. 


Were b 8 f 0 CW 9 C0 G0 6 86829 65 C81 
Of Ariſta. 
I. 
Atute in ſo juſt a Mould - 
Kind has caſt Ariſtas Face, 
| 7 


—ä—— 4 
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The Figure might almoſt uphold 


The Want of cy'ry other Grace; 
Tho' ſhe had drawn the Skin leſs fair, 
Had of the ſeparate Features took no Care, 
Nor giv'n em that endearing Air. 
| II. 
Softly warm, and gravely ſweet, 
Shining temperately bright, 
Where ſomething ſtrong and gentle meet, 
And mingled Shade adorns the Light. 
Nothing dull, wandring, or deſign'd, 
Nothing unworthy tender Womankind, 
Nothing a Lover would not find. 
= 
If ſhe ſmile, tis eaſy Joy; 
If ſhe bluſh, tis handſome Shame; 
If ſhe with checking Frowns look coy, 
Who would deſire a Nymph too tame ? 
But then the Languiſhings compare, 
The Looks of Anguiſh with the Sighs of Cate 


Love, Love himſelf is ever there. 
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Of Aelia. 


J. 
O wild young Aelias Glances move, 
Her Looks ſuch Pleaſure wear, 


She can as ſoon not give us Love, 


As ſhe can give us Care. 
Dullneſs and Grief her Preſence fly 3 
Her Cupid is a Child of Joy; 
Who amid ſo much Life can dy? 
II. 
When round her quick'ning Beams fhe darts, 


Well omen'd Paſſions riſe; 
dhe ſmiles herſelf into our Hearts, 
And tickles with her Eyes. 
Vhate' er the Nymph may have deſign'd, 


Nature at leaſt was well inclin'd 


C5 


Sie made her fair, and meant her kind. 


T 3 Of 
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099800000000000009999009 
Of Flora. 


I. 
Fora has Youth alone might do, 
Had ſhe no more to boaſt ; 
But ſhe has Prettyneſles too, 


That ſcarce in Age are to be loſt; 


A Face that promiſes to pleaſe us long, 


Juſt come to Age of being Young. 
II. 
| Plump as the Grape, when the ripe Juice 


Fills out the handſome Skin, 
Or Olive, wanting to produce 

The ready Balm that waits within 
Freſh as the Morn juſt bluſhing from the Fal, 
f And gay as Meads in Flow'rs new drelſt. 
| | Ul. 
1 Love, for whoſe ſake theſe Gifts are ſent, 0 

Teach her their Uſe to know, 

1 And tell her Beauty's Bloom was meant 
For more than to be ſet to Show. 


1 he 
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The Prime does here the Harveſt with it bring, 


And thy beſt Summer's in the Spring. 
FF 
Of Amalthæa. 


J. 
Malthæa has a Form 

Might to the Coldeſt give Deſire; 
Love has no need of Eyes ſo warm, 
such a Breaſt as mine to fire. 

To be but Woman is enough with me; 
And then how wild the Flame muſt be, 
The Lover I, the Miſtreſs ſhe. 

| II. | 
She the youthful, ſhe the fair, 
ſt With Smiles ſo joyful, Looks ſo gay, 
That perfect Spring laughs in her Air, 
And the Nymph is very May. 

is May ſhe blooms to the delighted View, 
As May, for other Senſes too, 

Has flow'ry Sweets, has Honey Dew. 


III. Whoſe 


The 


III. 
Whoſe Kiſs on her Lips ſhall reſt, 
And ſuck the Freſhneſs of the Field? 
Who, who ſhall on her well-urg'd Bread, 
Make her all her Richneſs yield? 
ThenLoves, then Joys from everyPart ſhall ſwarm 
Then every Sweet, and every Charm, 
Shall be more ſweet, ſhall be more warm. 


2 rr 
Of Levia,. 


I, | 
Hen Levi's gay, her youthful Spring 


Of Charms is dreſt in all its Grace; 


| Joy in her Speech does chirping ſing, 
And Brightneſs plays around her Face. 
The Senſe ſhe ſpirits to that Height, 


And treats the Fancy with ſuch Bliſs, 
That our Touch ſeems to feel her Sight ; 
To view her Lip's a very Kils, 


| IT. | 
Her Eyes give Love ſuch warm Alarms, 
That Age itſelf dares not be cold; 


Wh 


LY 
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While for th' Enjoyments of her Arms 
Our utmoſt Youth would ſeem too old, 
When Nature ſery'd our Pleaſure beſt, 
We ſhould complain ſhe faild our Will, 
And riſe half ſighing from the Feaſt, 
full of Delight, yet longing ſtill, 

At Richmond-Wells. 


Occaſioned by a Commendation of the Proſpect. 


I. 
Way you Idlers, ceaſe to gaze, 


(M 


Ceaſe your Delight, and ceaſe your Praiſe. 
What's all this boaſted Landskip Scene ? 
The various Plain's well-checquer'd Green? 
The poliſh'd River's humid Light? 
The Villas, each worth all our Sight ? 
Another Time the Toys might do; 
ut nobler Charms claim now your View. 

II. 

Dull Swains, will you a Fabrick find 
Uke the fair Frame of Womankind? 
Shall 
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Shall Gardens, or ſhall Fields conteſt ö 
With the ſweet Lip, or fruitful Breaſt! 
Can Meads, or ſilver Currents vy | 
With the gay Check, or ſhining Eye; | 
Poor Earth, and Streams, a heavy, rude, 
Cold Scene to that of Fleſh and Blood. 

III. 

Go, go and gaze upon the Fair; 
View Nature's lovelieſt Proſpects there. 
What tho the Pleaſure lead to Pain? 
The Pain to Pleaſure leads again. 
Tell the bright Nymph what ſhe has done, 
She kind may make thy Cares her own, 
And grateful for thy well-loſt Heart, 
Requite thee with a better Part. 


SI000SS0899900995992099008 
The Proſped of the Ladies Bathing 


Begun in the Gallery of the Croſ5-Bath, 
In the Year 1710, 


80 in ſome Piece have I beheld 
Angels diſcover d and conceal'd, 


The 


| 


Ig 
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The youthful Air, the Heav'nly Face 
Was ſeen, and all the upper Grace; 
The Reſt, deny d the Scatcher's Eye, 
We might divine, but not deſcry. 
Ye filly Gazers, have a Care, 
Not Thought, nor Sight indulge too far. 
Who knows how ſoon will be too late? 
What on one dangerous Glance may wait? 
How will you ſigh, what will you do, 
Should the fair Nymph prove . cruel too, 
When cloſe purſud, too weak to fly, 
By your own lov'd Deſires you die! 
This might they mean, whoſe Songs of old, 
The Fate of the poor Hunter told, 
Who raſhly, in her watry Den 
The Goddeſs vicw'd ſevere to Men; 
She frown'd, and he a Prey became 
To thoſe that us'd to catch him Game. 
But Fate has better Omens here 3 
Here *twere abſurd to be ſevere. 
Let Cynthia, and her Streams agree, 
And cold as one another be. 
U Theſe 
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Theſe genial Waters arc Love's own; 
Theſe had the Grecian Muſe but Known, f 
From their apt Bed ſhe well had ſung, 
Not the cold Seas, kind Venus ſprung. 
Theſe would fond Salmacis have lov'd, 
In theſe had ſhe her Lover provd, 
Perhaps ſhe had not found the Boy 
Remain ſo cool, remain ſo coy. 

See how the Sanguine Cheek they paint, 
Plant living Roſes where they want, 
Kindling in each improving Dame 

New Beauties, and in us new Flame, 
Who ſmile, -and hope at leaſt a Glow 

So kindly, may yet farther go; 

Happy, if every grateful Maid 

To Springs, which thus hcr Triumphs aid, 
Would let her equal Heart conform, 

As ſoft, as healing, and as warm. 


———— —ꝗ—w4jͤẽ — —— — _ - = 
— — —— — 
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Delia at Aſtrop-Wells. 


I. 


D* engages every Eye, 
Her Sight rejoyces every Breaſt, 


Her Ear, whene'er ſhe paſſes by, 

Hears by all Tongues her Charms confeſt. 

for her in Morning Walks we join, 

for Her to Evening Balls we move, 

he firſt gives Reliſh to our Wine, 

And ſhe's the Wiſh of all our Love, 
II. 

for her Deſirc feels no Decay, 

but ſprings as when our Youth began ; 

tor her the Grave awhile is gay, 

the frail Divine is very Man. 

Here Tory with the Whig can fide z 

ame her Supremacy obeys, 

nd no Fanatick Fools divide 


ja bout her Worſhip and her Praiſe. 
U 2 III. Ask 


5 


III. 
Ask not what tis affects us ſo, 
Or what the Features that excell; 
The Beauty's dull, which, op'ning ſlow, 
Muſt wait to be cxamin'd well. | 
Ere we have Leiſure to compare 
Her Beams, like Light, themſelves they ſhoy, 


Yet are they found more lovely fair, 


The more we ſeck, the more we know. 


IV. 
Diſtinct then all we reconcile 
From Eyes that as the Morning glance, 
From Lips that flatter in their Smile, 
And Feet that wanton in the Dance ; 
And Air, like Skies of happy Days, 
Sercne with ſoft indulgent Grace, 
While to our Hearts the Nymph conycys 
The gentle Pleaſure of her Face. 

v. 
Nothing fantaſtick, loud, coquet, 


A Train, or Notice to invite; 
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| caſy Nature's Light all ſet, F-62383: 1 
(She truſts Mankind to do it Right, 
Secking from all-a Lover's Doom, * 


oo decent all, and ſweet appears, 
for Hopes we find too little Room, 
Yet can allow no Place for Fears. 
2 S S NK KKR SSS 
Revengeful Courtſhip. 
In the Year 1685, 


| I. 
[7 is not that I yet remain 


The Slave I was before, 
That I a Courtſhip ſtill maintain, 
And ſeemingly adore. 
Cool Spite continues my Addreſs, 
Loves Follies to atone 3 
While thus I force you to expreſs 
My Sufferings in your own. 
II. 
Whether to Love you yield or no, 
la Indifferent now within, 


— — — — — — - — — 
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T, like a ſubtil Gameſter, go 

A certain Way to win. po 

Secure, what Courſe ſoccer you take, 
Nl Luck 1 am above. 

Due Satisfaction you muſt make 
To Malice or to Love. 

III. 

"Tis all but ſtrain d Hypocriſy, 
When coyly you diſdain 

And though when preſt you till deny, 
You till deny with Pain. 

Nature, my good kind honeſt Friend, 
Is on the juſter Side, 

Helps me to work my ſpiteful End, 


And rights me on your Pridc. 
IV. 
N ature, like an ill Conſcience, 
Exerts its pointed Sting; 
Provok'd it goads the wounded Senſc, 
And tortures you within. | 
Vil help it on, and ftill take Care 
The Foe awake to keep; 


2 
4 
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Nor ſuffer vain Amuſements cet 
To lull it once alleep. 
* Endearments, Joys, and Ecſtaſies, 
Which yielding Virgins find, 
With Care brought ſtill before your Eyes 
Shall rack your longing Mind. 
[ll haunt you till with Tales ef Love, 
Heighten each Circumſtance, _ 1 
ach Pleaſure artfully improve,  _ 
Your Anguiſh to advance, 
aid a. ko VI. wy 
Thus to revenge your falſe Diſdain, 
falſe Love I will employ 5 _ 
ih ſtudied Malice work your Pain, 
| And then that Pain enjoy. 
"wy, Scornful, if you dare, deny; 
This ſhall not you ſecure. _ 
lie Love you will not ſatisfy, 
Vein Wretch, you ſhall cadure: 


* . LIL Sf 
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On the . between Three þ 
Uadies. inert abu d 7 


2 the Year 1636. gi 


* 


nn Elin 1 
Ell me, fair mortal Trinity, 
What wiſe, what noble Uſüury 
Is this you practiſe, to improve 
Love to yourſelves by giving Love? 
Intereſt and Love were never ſo combin'd. 
How can you be ſo ſelfiſh, and ſo kind! 
| ell „ eee 22 4 f 
All ſo exchange each others Hearts, 
Each gets by that with which ſhe patts 
None givn by Halves, or giv't in van, 
'Tis equal Bounty, equal Gains 
| Myſterious ! Each has but one Heart to give, 
| Yet cach, for one ſhe gives, does two re receive. 
#344172 Han, 
Tis thus in tuneful Concerts we 
8 Find three well-ſuited Parts agree 3 


N 


On 
Thi 


Wh 
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While each does equally aſſiſt 
With its whole Maſick both the reſt ; 
And with full Concord jointly all conſpire 
To make th' harmonious Amity entire. 
IV. 
Fair Friendſhip thus while you improve, 
Lou yet ſhould leave a Place for Love. 
We will not ſay, if one muſt yield, 
Which has beſt Title to the Field. 
No Queſtion needs, where neither need to loſe; 
The Lover wants what the Friend cannot ule, 
V. Wh 
S6*the Great Trinity above, 
Tho? they eternal Union prove, 
Yet by their Bleſſings often ſhow 
, Kindneſs and Love to us below. 
One never does with t'other interfere ; 


That lets not this, nor may this that impair. | 
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CC 


To a married Lady, to be more or 
to be leſs Free. 


Written in the Year 1722. 


Hy ſhould an idle Marriage Vow, 
Where Love has often leaſt to do, 
To my Succeſs injurious prove, 

Whoſe End is nothing elſe but Love ? 

It is not whoſe, but what, you arc, 

I make the Busneſs of my Care. 

Your Face, your Mien, the various Charms 


That promiſe Lux'ry in your Arms, h 
Are all that Lovers mind. If theſe 
At Freedom are Mankind to pleaſe, 
Shall richly One be ſingly bleſt 

With Property in all the Reſt ? 
Alone enjoy what all deſire, 

And Envy raiſe our Longings higher ? 
Fruit taken from another's Tree, 
Tho' 'tis not miſs d, and ſpar'd might be, 

| | | Is 


In 
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| ſomething yet to th” Owner loſt : 

His Gard'ner treats us at his Coſt, 

But where's the Harm, the Lord away, 

If in his Grove awhile I ſtray ? 

Or in a Stream get Leave to ſwim 

Which ſtill remains the ſame to him? 

Thus would I wrong no real Right, 

Nor leſſen your Good Man's Delight. 

Mine would be Fayour ; his is Due; 

This he commands; for that I ſue. 

You both might yield with different Senſe 

Of Juſtice and Benevolence ; | 

and muſt allow *tis nobler yet 

To grant a Grace, than pay a Debt : 

Tis ſweeter too, and this well done 

Might be of Uſe more Ways. than one? 
Or we miſtake, or you could bear | 

and like a little Change of Air; 

And willing try how far Love's Game 

With a new Gameſter is the ſame. 

And will you then yourſelf confine, 


la yain to Liberty incline ? - 
| X 2 Nor 


4 


a 


. And 3 freſh Reliſh of our Home, 
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Nor make, your uſual Meals to mend, 
Sometimes Collation with a Friend! 
As tis in Dreſs, ſo tis in Love, 
Fantaſtick Changes few approve. 
But always put your Husband on? 
*Tis wearing till your Wedding Gown. 


One Habit, long as it will hold, 


May keep from Nakedncſs and Cold; 


Yet moſt rejoyce themſelves to ſee 


Furniſh'd with ſome Varicty. 

The Country Dame, beſides th' Array 
That ſerves her well for ev'ry Day, 
For better Times, and to be dreſt, 


Will have ſome one freſh Thing at leaſt. 


However pleaſant's our own Houle, 
Tis dull to keep to it too cloſe. 
Shiſting the Scene the Mind relieves ; 


Nor only fair Diverſion gives, 


But makes us too, when pleasd or cloy d, 


With what's abroad to be enjoy d, 
Back with renew d good Humour come, 
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do you returning entertain d 
With Pleaſures from a Lover gain'd, 
The good old Spouſe may ſeem * new, 
And almoſt be a Lover too ; | 16 
And ev'n himſelf à Gainer be 
By the ſhort Turns you take with me; 
Wondring at once, and charm'd to find” 
Your Kiſs more warm, Embrace more kind. 5 
If all theſe gentle Reaſonings fail, 
And Vows and Scruples ſtill prevail; 
H Favour is not to be ſhown, 
Nor for our Sakes, nor for your own ; 
for both be nice, and ſcrup'lous quite, 
Nor boggle only at Delight. 
Moye us no more than you muſt need, 
Nor wiltully our Wiſhes feed | 
With Things ſo luſcious, we conclude 
we in good Manners ſhould be rude, 
Tour Honour try our own to ſave, 
and ſhew at leaſt that we are brave. 
Talk more inſipid, look more cold; 
Coward ſhould not a& the Bold. 


— — — 3 
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They who take Pleaſure to provoke, 
Till juſt 'tis coming to the Stroke, 
Ought to expect we ſhould demand | 
Fair Satisfaction at their Hand. 

We're wrong d when you a Conduct uſe 
Firſt to invite, and then refuſe. 

Women by Hopes they give are bound, 
And ought to heal who ſeck to wound. 
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The Cautious Inclination. 
I. 
Savio, your Face has done its part, 
And giv'n me a good Will to Love: 

The Reſt depends upon your Heart; 
Mine by its Motions means to move. 
Tho fond 1 look, and ſoft I woo, 
And forty amorous Things may do, 
All are bur Offers, which I make 
To try how real Love will take. 


Not that I prize your Treaſures leſs, 


But of my ſelf would take ſome Care; 


0 
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For tis not What the Fair poles, 

zut what they will the Lover ſpare. 

What does a Nation's. Wealth avail, 

{with that Wealth they will not deal! 

Should raſhly IL my Goods unlade 

Without good Signs that they will trade? 
III. | 

Open in Smiles a welcome Scene, 


And Hope, a pleaſing Proſpect, lend; 
WY Add gentle Words, with Sighs between, 

Advancing Paſſion to befriend. 

Tho' looſe we play about the Key, 


he we in earneſt put to Sea, 


Tis not enough . the Sky look fair ; 

We muſt have Gales of favouring Air. 
COOGEE GG 
T'o Suavia. We 
I. | l 
PRithee, Suavia, let me know 
Whether I ſhould love or no. 
Tis what, gladly I would do, | 
| 
| 


Would you joyn, and do ſo too; 


But 
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But J hate the lame Affair, 
When the Nymph won't love her Share. . 
II. | 


Nature in our Make has ſhown 


Love not meant for one alone. G 
One may languiſh, one complain, al 
One alone may love to Pain : at 
Two muſt love, ere Love's a Bleſling ; 7 
Without Two is no Poſſeſſing. 

III. | 
Kindly then for Love declare, a 
And aſſiſt to make a Pair. 
All is ready on my Part; 
All is ready but your Heart. 0 
Loſe not an inclining Swain; | Wi 


Where's the Joy to pleaſe in vain? 
BSasssesssssesssessssssssses 


On her bidding him talk no more 
of Lowe. 


Hat would my faithleſs Miſtreſs do? 
Is ſhe afraid to find me true! 


Wh 
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Why does ſhe ſtop the gentle Tale? 
Not for himſelf alone the Lover would prevail. 
Would ſhe once lend an equal Ear, 
Love ſhould nor falſe, nor vain appear; 
She but condemns becauſe ſhe will not hear. 
Ah ! Nymph unjuſt to judge a Cauſe untry'd ! 
Ah! fooliſh Maid her Lover to deſtroy ! 
The Dying can at moſt but ſerve her Pride, 


The Living 'tis muſt give her Joy. 
To the Fair Infidel. 


WH this ſevere and ſtrange Diſtruſt 
Of Vows ſo likely to be juſt ? 
Why ſo unwilling to believe 


\ Paſſion you were form'd to give? 

he Old might doubt, th Unhandſome fear, 

o Oaths to them can be ſincere. 

put is it a Thing hard or rare 

0 love the Youthful and the Fair? 

vay with Infidelity, 

tat wrongs at once yourſelf and me. 

* My 
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My Faith does in your Beauty ſhine ; 


Truſt your own Looks, then credit mine, 


In whoſe fond Warmth thoſe Fires are ſhown 


Which yours into my Breaſt have thrown. 


None lightly are preſum'd £6 feign 
Where all Men ſee good Cauſe of Pain. 
Who c'er was thonghr to counterfeit 
Who in Mid-F#e complain'd of Heat? 

Love is like Beauty, Natute's Part, 
And Bcauty often is all Art. 

But ſhould I thence a Freak begin 

Of cenluring cach well colour'd Skin? 
Why then ſhould you in Love affect 
A falſe Complexion to ſuſpect ? 

And when all fair and native ſhows, 
Only a painted Form ſuppoſe ? | 
Ungentle Maid! hate er you plead, 

Not Caution does theſe Scruples breed. 

But all too calily are hard 

To credit Pains they don't regard. 

Yes, tis your Heart that is in Fault, 
If mine can be deceitful thought. 


Di 
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Did you the amorous Tale approve, 
Had you a Breaſt that favour'd Love, 
Th' ungrateful Doubts would vaniſh ; few 
Object to Things they wiſh were true. 
Tis the not being well inclin'd 

Makes us ſo many Atheiſts find, 
Religion's queſtion d; but the Cauſe 

Is that we live not to its Laws, 

The Good are till leaſt ſcrupulous, 

Leaſt anxious to prevent Abule 3 
Knowing that more their Bus neſs lies 
To be compaſſionate than wiſe. 

Suppoſe us falſe; ours js the Blame; 
Your Kindneſs ſtill would be the ſame. 
But why they falſe, who ſo purſue, 
And take ſuch Pains to be thought true ? 
However Cheats we Beggars call, 

Few beg who have no nced at all. 

No, tis cold Want of Charity 

That makes the Fair ſo faithleſs be. 
You want a Colour to evade 

Being oblig'd to give us Aid; 

Y 2 
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So meaning no Relief to grant, Th 
Will not believe that we're in Want. 
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To his Miſtreſs advi/mg him to re- 
zurn to Indifference. 


I. 
O, no; this Heart was made for Love, 


And Love that Face was made to move. 
What ſhould enſue but warm Deſire 
Between ſuch Fuel and ſuch Fire? 

Good Seed in fruitful Ground you ſow, 

And would you thence have nothing grow? 
II. 

Talk not of Cure; why ſhould I bend 

My Thoughts to work ſo dull an End? 

[Tis what I may be forc'd to chuſe, 

If you all better Hopes refuſe. 

But who, that could avoid th' ill Lay, 


Such a vain ſaving Game would play ? 
III. 
'Tis ſwimming hard againſt the Stream 


To gain the Point from whence I came; Th 
| c 
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The wretched Scape of a Retreat, 

Built on the Loſs of a Defeats 

Nl poor laſt Shift for Lovers meant 

But Love, and Love's the firſt Intent. 
IV. 

To anſwer Nature's ſocial Ends, 


We ſhould not part, but meet as Friends; 


| ſhould love on as now I do, 

And you begin to love ſo too; 

lou might give Pleaſure ; I could gain, 

Caling to love, but Reſt from Pain. 
V. | 

lethaps not that; for other Eyes 


Again might make my Heart their Prize. 


hough now the Pris ner in your Breaft 
þ lodg d ſecure from all the reſt; 
& once got looſe it will be free 
0 fall into new Slavery. 
| VI. 
hy ſhould you put me then to ſtrain 


rt what, when compaſs'd, may be vain? 


Whether again ſome one I chuſe, 
ſho ill again her Pow'r may uſe, 
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Or reſtleſs more, tho* leſs confin d, 
Live Slave at large to Womankind ? 

VI. 
No; what I am, let me be ill, 
Nor make me falſe againſt my Will. 
Bid me not change, make me not roam; 
Bur fairly change yourſelf, at Home. 
Leave me to Love for which Im born; 
And only you correct your Scorn. 


Hope. 8 ON G. 


He fays I do not, cannot move her, 
With all my Love a fruitleſs Lover: 

' Yet if I ſome good Signs may truſt, 

The Nymph at Heart ſhould be more jult 

Tell me, Love, what ſhould I do? 
Which think falſe, and which think true! 
Since there ſomewhere muſt be Feigning, 
Mayn't it he in the Diſdaining ? 
That is propereſt to be Art, 
And Love ſhould be Nature's Part; 

Agait 
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qzinſt our Wiſh 'tis hard believing, 
ad Hope at worſt is ſweet Decciving. 
| Let me hope then; if I err, 

| thus the kinder Faith prefer, 

Think beſt for me, and beſt of her, 


T 


No the Banks of a Stream, in the Gloom of a 
Grove, | 
While the Waves toſs below, and the Winds preſs 
above, 
ks I ſit all alone full of Iris and Love; 
Im moy*d with the Scene to find nothing at Reſt, 
lud think on the Tempeſt that urges my Breaſt. 
= 
ben mounting withPaſſion,and ſinking withCare, 
My Blood is the River, my Breath is the Air; 
but when I the Rage and the Tumult compare, 
ligh to find nothing ſo little at Reſt, 


4s I with the Tempeſt that urges my Breaſt, 
| 111, But 
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III. 
But ah! I cry, ah! tlie bewitching dear Maid 
That raiſes this Storm, were ſhe too in this Shade, 
The Commotion to ſee, and the Tumult to aid, 
The Tempeſt would then riſe ſo high in my Breaſt 
That the Winds and the Waves would ſeem quite 

at Reſt. 

IV. 

And yet 'twere not hard a ſweet Calm to reſtore; 


A little Rain falls, and the Storm paſles o'er, 
And ſhe has a Lap, and Love has a Show'r, 
That fairly and kindly would quiet my Breaſt, 
And lay the fierce Tempeſt with Pleaſure to Rell. 
| | V. 
But oh! how I ſhould of the Quict complain, 
A little too long ſhould the Calm but remain! 
How wiſh for, and want my dear Tempeſt again: 
Too often it could not return to my Breaſt, 
When ſtill it ſhould riſe to be ſo laid to Reſt. 


The 
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The Dream. 
I. 


Dreamt of her whom I adore : 

What could an abſent Swain do more? 

I dreamt of Love, and fond Deſire : 

What other Dream ſhould ſhe inſpire ? 

Oh, how I claſp'd the trembling Shade 
How try'd to warm the Fairy Maid ? 

I ſigh'd, I panted, preſt, purſu d, 

Did all a waking Lover could ; 


When juſt as th airy Nymph was growing kind, 


deep fled, and left forſaken Joy behind. 
II. 
Who knows but Love contriv'd it ſo, 
And would let Things no further go 
Perhaps twere Pity to delude 
And mock a Lover with a Cloud, 
But oh! how well might ſhe go on, 
And finiſh what her Shade begun! 
Z 
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In me no State a Change can make; 

I fleep to Love as well as wake. 
All wou'd be right, would ſhe her Part but keep, 
Awake as kind, as in her Lover's Sleep. 


S bp hy whe hs he hee hp Br hy By he 
The WARNING. 


To a Miſtreſs, to engage her to take more Care 
of a hopeful Love and a conſcionable Lover, 


Nnatural Parent 0 a Love 
Which well your tend reſt Care might move. 
What do you with it mean to do, 
That it finds no Regard from you? 
If it muſt not be fondly bred, 
At leaſt it ought to be kept warm and fed ; 
Elſe 'twill not only froward grow, and cry, 
But languiſh too, and waſte and die. 
I. 
Born ſtrong, and for long Living made, 
(Might it obtain the needful Aid) 
Expos d, that Strength will only ſerve 


Io make it longer e'er it ſtarve. 1 
— | F 
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The firmeſt Building cannot bear 
To be left defolate without Repair. 


?, Nature would fail, if he that did create, 


Concurr'd not to uphold its State. 
3 

Think you there's nothing to be done 

To keep the Ground that we have won ? 

How much has ſuch Preſuming coſt ? 

How much good Intereſt ſo been loſt ? 


Howe'er engag'd, howe'cr inclin'd, 


If where they moſt might hope, they nothing find, 
All their warm Zeal with Coldneſs paid, or Pride, 

Men will make ſhift to quit their Side. 

IV. 

In Conſcience what can you expect 

From the Neglected but Neglect? 

More generous Meaſures then concert, 

Nor force th' unwilling to deſert; 

Who modeſtly demands of you 
Not all he wants, nor all the Lover's Due. 
His Paſſion but ſubſiſt; for his full Pay, 
He'll wait your own convenicnt Day. 

Z 2 V. Cant 
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V. 
Can't you to all his Vows afford 
A fav'ring Smile, a gentle Word? 
Something to nouriſh Hope? more low 
No Lover ſhould, or Love can go. 
However lightly ſome may feed, 
More or leſs Suſtenance all Creatures need. 


Nothing to live on Nothing long can bear; 


Very Camælions muſt have Air. 
SK SAA NAA Sn aaaaatns Wl 
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I. 
Ow long thus ſhall I love her without Meaſute: 


And love her thus too without Gain? 

What Thanks to her, if her Face give me Pleaſure? 

All that with Choice ſhe gives is Pain. 

II. 

Hard do] ſeck for Something to delight me, 

Yet not a laſting Shadow find: 
If her Looks wear no cruel Frowns to fright mc, 

No Smiles, no Softnings dreſs them kind. 

| III. If 


CITY 


III. 
1 (wear Paſſion, if I tell my Grieving, 
And hint her loving but her Part, 
ly ſhe there affects a Disbelieving, 
And here reſolves to want a Heart. 
IV. 
let go on endeavouring at improving 
To me a cold ungrateful Soil; 


tarm'd to her Love cannot attempt Removing, 
But make the Wiſh endear the Toil. 


Nee ofe SIESICSTESTESIESTESTESISTESTESTESTESIESTESTESESIESTE.? 
Love's Partialiiy. 


Cay not other Nymphs there arc, 
Fairer ſome, and more as fair. 
lis I know as well as you, 

the knowing this would do. 

W not, were ſhe well-inclin'd, 

lo my utmoſt Wiſhes kind, 

ie no more for me could do 

in ſome others might do too. 

id this too as well I know, 


ould Love let me fancy ſo. But 
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But while thus ſo far above 

Other Nymphs, the Nymph I love, 

Howe'er Things themſelves may be, 

Or you talk, or I agree, 

Methinks were ſhe well-inclin'd, 

Were ſhe to my Wiſhes kind, 

She for me could ſomething do, 

More than others could do too 

Methinks too none fairer are, 

Methinks too none are ſo fair! 
Could I ever weary grow 

Of my doating on her ſo ; 

And, as ſhe makes vain the Love, 

Should I the vain Love remove; 


I might yield what I agree; 


Things would ſeem as Things would be. 


Then ſhe would not be more fair 
Than the Nymphs that fairer arc ; 
Others then, who well-inclin'd, 
To my Wiſhes might be kind, 
Full as much for me could do, 
And I fo could fancy too. 
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Now whate'er my Eyes may ſee, 
Or my Reaſon ſay to me, 

Still my Love my Heart does tell 
That they ſee and ſay not well; 
And I doat upon her ſo, 

| can't think ev'n what I know. 
After all perhaps for me 

Well it is it ſo ſhould be. 

dure tis ſweet to love ſo well; 
And who Love's laſt Fate can tell? 
One Day ſhe, who now ſo vain 
Makes it ſeem, may love again ; 

If eva now ſhe does not fo 

More than I'm allow'd to know. 
Then my ſelf to her may be 

All that now ſhe is to me; 

Then may ſhe againſt her Swain, 
(With more Truth, alike in vain) 
Told how many more there are 
That much more deſerve her Care, 
find, howe'er they may excell, 
None loy'd leſs can pleaſe ſo well; 
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Nor perhaps may willing yield, 
That he is ſo much excell'd, 
Or that any Swains there arc, 


That do more deſerye her Cate; 1 
While, by a well-wiſhing Heart 
Drawn into a partial Part, 
Her fond Judgment for his Sake 
Does its utmoſt to miſtake ; 
And her very Sight grown kind, 


Sees with Eyes of Love that's blind. 90 
Wou'd it not be well for me, Tt 
Would it not it ſo ſhould be? Th 

Ill nor would it be for her; Bu 
Love does wiſely ſo to err; By 
What it ever needs muſt do; T 


All in Love are partial too, 

Giving their Beloved more, 

Than cer Nature did before, 

Ev'n where Nature has before 

Givn ſo much there needs no more. 
What tho' all's not real here! 

Real good Effects appear. 
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hat tho' Fancies they purſue 


loys of Fancy yet are true. 

hus, while common Swains the Fair 
n poſlets but as they are. 

happy Lover both partakes, 

Fuat they have, and what he "makes; 
nus above all Envy'ing bleſt, 

o themſelves each Pair's the beſt ; 
And the beſt Love cer muſt know 
o can be no more than ſo. 

There are Fair Ones much more fair 
Than ev'n other Fair ones are. | 
but ſo fair none ever are, 

but there others are as fair. 

Tis the ſame with Lips and Arms, 

ind whate'er in Woman charms, 
ome are better than the reſt 

Of the better none are beſt. 

0 unequal, equal ſo 

ich us too the Talents go. 

| thoſe Wonders Lovers find 

uit in one of either Kind, 
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And which ſo bewitch them too, 
That no one beſides can do, | 


To the Loyers only known | 
Arc the Work of Love alone. 


— 
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_ Of bis Love. 


I. 
Y dear Miſtreſs all may praiſe, 
But none loves her ſo as I; 
They with eager Wiſhes gaze; 
I not only wiſh but dy. 
If I hope, or I deſpond, EF 
Still I long, and till am fond, 
Doat on her eyery leaſt Delight, 
And grudge all elſe her very Sight. 


1. l 


Ah, if he, who beſt does love, 


D 
Might aot pleaſe below the reſt ! 1 
If ſhe wou'd ſo equal prove 1 
0 


To prefer him in her Breaſt ! 
Ah, if ſhe but lov'd again 
Half fo well as loves her Swain] 
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for twere fond Hope too high to ſwell, 
To dream her loving quite as well. 

III. 
Sweet it is her Eyes to meet 


Clancing ſecret tow'rds her Swain. 

Put too bitter's the Retreat, 

When the Looks call'd in again. 2 
Sweet to Lovers tis to find 

domething to miſtake for kind ; 

How then if ſhe ſhou'd willing ſhow 

What no Miſtake could think not ſo? 


CO Tg CTC STOLEN 
* 
Generous Love. SON G 


I. 

Ain I wou'd not love in vain; 

Yet tis Death to give her Pain. 

Pin ſhe ſhews, and Pain of Love; 

but oh! who that Pain does move! 

for tis Death to give her Pain; 

let I would not love in vain. _ 

Aa 2 II. If 
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| II, I 
If tis he who it ſhou'd move, 
Why this Checking till his Love! $ 
If tis not, why ſuch Diſtreſs T 
When ſhe doubts that Love is leſs? F. 
Sure I am 1 give her Pain; D 
"Tis but Chance I love in vain. \ 

-— = 

Let the Chance be what it will, A 
Tis my Choice to love her till. 
One Day ſhe may think fair Reſt ) 
Shou'd be giv'n his gencrous Breaſt, D 
Who, in fear to give her Pain, 


Hazards loving her in vain, 
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On 4 Paraphraſe of the eighth 
Pſalm in Yerſe, by the Honoura- 
ble Mrs. Verney at eleven Tear 


of Age. | 
| | JT Maid that was for Delphick prieſteſs fit 


Was young indeed, but ſhe was Woman ye 
Toe 
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Too ſtrong were thought for any weaker Age, 


The Poet's Numbers, and the Prophet's Rage. 
Some Years of vulgar Childhood yet untold, 
This Virgin's Breaſt can larger Raptures hold ; 
from higher Oracles does ſhe rehearſe 
Diviner Truths and in diviner Verſe; 
What David thought makes in our Numbers 
known, 
And on his ſacred Senſe ingrafts their own. 
Rude to her Sex, and innocent of Love, 
the feels the Warmth that Piety can move; 
y which impregnate her Poetick Mind 
Lields this fair Offspring, where ſurpriz d we find, 
What does all cuſtomary Laws defy) 
That born ſo ſoon that never is to dy. 
For Plants with Art we think to force our Clime, 
5 And in wrong Months will have them c'er their 
Time. 
tint the Complexion, nothing is the Taſt; 
All a falſe Shew, and an unanſw'ring Haſt. 
but if kind Nature by ſome rarer Chance 


The happy Seaſon does herſelf advance, 


t 


'Tis 
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Tis, tho' an early, an effectual Spring, c 
Kindly the Product ſhe ev'n then does bring, 
Præcocious ſo is that which here we meet, N 
The Colour generous, and the Reliſh ſweet ; k 
Nothing to ſhew (did we not know the Time) 


Th' uncommon Seaſon, or the colder Clime. y 
When in the Temple Feſus once appear d, q 
And hearing Doctors was of Doctors heard, p 
All gaz'd aſtoniſh'd at the God. like Child, 1 
Whom mere Twelve Years had with ſuch Know- Wl y 
ledge filld : ( 


SO are we, reading what more young ſhe writ, ; 
Struck with ſo ſtrange a Puberty of Wit; 

Ready to cry, with Admiration fir'd, 

'Tis more than human, and muſt be inſpird. 

Yet more, and more as every way he grew, 
In Age, in Stature, and in Wifdom too : 

So ſhall ſhe riſe, and kind adyancing Time 

To each exalted State ſhall ſee her climb; I 
Shall with her own exalt her Muſe's Size, 0 


And animate her Strains as well as Eyes. 
Petuſing 
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Peruſing then what then ſhe ſhall indite, 
Charm'd with the Strength, the Beauty, and the 
Height, 

We with more caſe may what ſhe was allow 

At writing Things we read with Wonder now. 
Thus the bright June can ſhow a forward Sun, 

When in ſome Months the Dawn is ſcarce begun; 

Lively the Light, and vigorous is the Heat ; 

But there's a Zenith ſtill the Glory to compleat ; ! 

Mounted to which Perfection of his Courſe, 

We in full Senſe of his Meridian Force, 

Confeſs, tho juſtly we did thoſe adore, 

All were but Morning Beams that ſhone before, 
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Hus has, as Fancy led, the Poet ſung, 
The Great, the Good, the Beauteous and the 
Young 3 
Mars his fierce Steeds, and Venus her ſoft Doves ; 
Of publick Glorics, and of privat: Loves. 


If 
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If rude the Numbers, uncorrect the Strain, 

*Tis his own Stile, and an unlabour'd Vein. 

In love with Pleaſures, more in love with Eaſe, 

Studies that pleas'd him moſt could not as Studies 

pleaſe. 

In Learning ſtill he rov'd from Sort to Sort, 

Change his Refreſhment, Poetry his Sport. 

Yet oft he dipt in the Caftalian Stream, 

(The Hope of Fame his leaſt regarded Dream) 

Glad for his Prince and Nation both to raiſe 

His Tax of Fortune, and his Tax of Praiſe; 

And joy d, as Youth and Paſſion danc d along, 

His Loves to flatter with the Muſes Song. 
Here if his Venus he too looſe has dreſt, 

And laid too bare the Purpoſe of his Breaſt, 

Let the Fair own at leaſt the honeſt Fire, 

That does not with falſe Light diſguiſe Deſire; 

Nor, carthy, meant to warm a mortal Maid, 

Would Incenſe ſeem to a vain Goddeſs paid; 

Let them forgive an almoſt harmleſs Aim, 

That ſought their Favours, not to wound their 
„ 


Let 


—— 
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Let them, if ſtill they muſt condemn, repair 
Tothe State Mule, and find his Honour there 5 
The Patriot Zeal, the Love of Liberty, 

The Hate of Wrong, and Scorn of Flattery 3 
(Virtues ſincere, that nobly did become 

Old upright England once, and Greece, and Rome) 
Let theſe atone, if in leſs Things he fail, 

Approve the worthy, and excuſe the frail, 

While through all Time, their Value muſt endure, 
Age ſoon enough does amorous Errors cure. 


B b TRANS. 
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TRANSLATIONS 


— 


The Beginning of the Second Bolt 
of Lucretius. 


T* ſwect, when Tempeſts vex the troubled 


Main, 


— 


From Land to view the lab'ring Sailor's Pain; WI 1 
Not that another's Danger, or Diſtreſs, ( 
Gives the Delight, or is a Happineſs ; 
But that tis ſweet, ſince Evils are, to ſee 
Evils from which our deareſt ſelyes are free. 
*Tis ſweet to view, at Diſtance from the Harms 

Embattled Legions, and encountring Arms. 
But nothing there is ſweeter (if ſo ſweet) 
Than to poſleſs the fair and ſacred Seat b 
(Securely fortify'd, ſerenely high) l 
Of Learning, and of right Philoſophy : l 
Thence to behold a wandring World below, YI 
On Seas of Buſineſs toſſing to and fro; ( 


Lacy 
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Each in his Way, and ſecking ſome yain End, 
Diſpute Nobility, in Wit contend ; 

And all their Pains employ, and every Hour, 
Torcach the Height of Wealth, and Top of Pow'r. 
Wretched and blind ! in what ſuperfluous Strife, 
What Hazards, what a dark Miſtake of Life, 

Our poor allotted Time we fool away, 

ca Short as it is, and of precarious Stay! 

bit not plain, amidſt our vain Deſires, 

That modeſt Nature nothing more requires 
(Nothing in earneſt, and concern'd to gain) 

But that, the Body free from noxious Pain, 

The Mind may too enjoy an equal Share 

from Fear remoy'd, and undiſturb'd with Care ? 


1s But now our Bodies, to ſecure their Eaſe, 


few Things will ſerve, and few will ſerveto pleaſe, 
And pleaſe them fo, that often nothing high! , 
Nothing more taſtful Nature can require, 


lf coſtly Sconces hold not waxen Lights, 
To glorify the Revels of our Nights 
if Gold nor Silver from th exhauſted Mine 


Gleam in the Rooms, or in the Service ſhine ; - 
If 


If no ſweet Inſtrument's melodious Sound 
From rich and vaulted Roofs improy'd rebound, 
Yet on the downy Turf together laid, 

Bencath an ample Tree's exalted Shade, 

Near a ſoft Stream that tuneful glides along, 
With Birds around that add their chearful Song, 
With caſy Elegance, at cheap Expence, 
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We may indulge the well-delighted Senſe, 
Chief when the Year his ſmiling Seaſon yields, . 
And paints with golden Flow'rs the verdant Field. WM 
Will an embroider'd Quilt at all aſſwage, I 
Or the rich Bed's rich Dye, the Feycr's Rage ? I 


No; ſtill the Man muſt ly, and toſs as long, \ 
His Limbs as reſtleſs, and his Fire as ſtrong ; ( 
And with plain Serge, and homely Rugg, a Cute ! 
Might equal find, as ſpeedy and as ſure. l 

Why then, if Riches, if Nobility, ( 
If very Empire nothing ſignify, 0 
Not to the Body, we may ſafe confeſs . 
They to the Mind can yet contribute leſs. a 
Unleſs perhaps, when the vain Potentate 5 
Beholds, in all their Glory and their State, tr 


His 


lis 


( 191 ) 
His marſhal'd Legions flame on the Campaign, 
And wide-ſpread Fleet preſs ardent thro' the Main, 
Then every Superſtition in a Fright, 
flies the auguſt, and formidable Sight; 
Ot Death the Terrors humbly diſappear, 
And leave the Breaſt at Eaſe, and calm, and clear. 
But if this is a Folly too extream, 
Ridiculous, and but a Madman's Dream; 
following Cares, and if perſiſting Fears, 
Nor dread the Sound of Arms, nor Flaſh of Spears; 
In Courts familiar if with Kings they're bold, 
In Scorn of Purple, and Contempt of Gold; 
Why do we doubt but that this wild Purſuit 
Of Things of Shew, which yield ſo little Fruit, 
b Error all, admitting no Defence! 
ball but downright Penury of Senſe ? 
Conſidering too that, taking Things aright, 
Our whole of Life is but a Sort of Night. 
for as weak Children, tremblingly diſmay'd, 
Arc in the Dark of ey'ry Thing afraid: 
So we by Day, and'in the Face of Light, 
irame empty Viſions, and ourſelves affright 
EE. | With 


( 192 ) 


With Phantoms full as fooliſh, and as vain, 
As thoſe which in the Night fond Children feign, 
TheſecTerrorsthen,thisDarkneſs, and theſcDreams 


Not the gay Morning, not the mid-day Beams 
Of a bright Sun can vanquiſh and diſpel, 
But Reaſon's Light, and Nature ſtudied well; 
And theſe, and only theſe, the Mind will clear 
From gloomy Care, and from fantaſtick Fear. 
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Of the Soul of the World, and {le 
Revolution of the Souls of Men, 
from the /ixth Book of Virgil. 


(Beginning at Line 724. ) 

Principio Cælum, & Terras, Campoſq; liquentes, &c. 

Irſt underſtand that Earth, and Sca, and Ait, 

The Lunar Globe, and each Titanian Star, 

With univerſal Matter's wide Machine, 
A Spirit feeds and animates within. 
Infus d through all the Limbs the mingling Soul 
With the great Frame unites, and agitates the Whole 
From hence Particulars themſelves derive, 
The Race of Men, and Kinds of Cattle live, 


An 
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And Volatiles that Air ſublimely breathe z 
And all the Monſters of the Deep beneath. 
os fiery Force and of Celeſtial Birth, 

The Seeds themſelves, as far as Limbs of Earth, 
And noxious Bodies, and a dying Frame 

Dull not the Vigour, and depreſs the Flame. 

But mingled thus, frail Paſſions they receive; 
They fear, and covet; they rejoice, and gtieve, 
Nor in the Priſon of dark Fleſh confin'd, 

Look back aloft, but to the Skies are blind, 
Nor, evi when Life's laſt Day has ſet them free, 
Is there an End; not all the Miſery 


Concludes, not all the foul corporeal Stains ; 
but long concreted, manifold Remains 
Will ſtay (nor can we otherwiſe conceive) 


And ſtrangely to their old Acquaintance cleave. 

Therefore for Cure they'r exercis'd with Pain, 

And of old Ill the Puniſhment ſuſtain. 

Expanded ſome (the leſs polluted Minds) 

Are hung to toſs and whiten in the Winds ; 

In others, as th Infection may require, 

Tis cleans d in Waters, or burnt out with Fire. 
All 


All in our Shades our Suff rings have below. 
And through the Courſe of ſome Purgation go; 


| Th? Etherial Senſe, and clean Acrial Flame, 


With dusky Wings involves the ſhaded Ball 


(194) 


Then, ſet at large, Elyſum we poſſeſs, 

And range, a Few, the Fields of Happineſs; 
Till Length of Time, th allotted Period paſt, | 
Has all th. ĩnveterate Taint remoyd at laſt ; 
And pure reſtor d, as in the native Frame, 


Thele all, a Thouſand Years firſt roll'd along, 
The God ſelects, and ſummons from the Throng 
To. Letht's Flood, that, all the former Lot 
Of mortal Life in ncedful Draughts forgot, 
Again to Bodies, and to upper Air, 
They may content and willingly repair. 
FFF 
The Paſſage in the eighth Book 0 
Virgil, where Venus prevails wil 
her Husband Vulcan to make Arms 
for her S 0n .neas;(Beginning at v. 369 
Nox ruit, & fuſcis Tellurem amplectitur alis. 
Tight haſts, and hov ring gloomy over all, 
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When Venus mov'd, (nor vain were her Alarms) 

With threatning Dangers from Laurentian Arms, 

And gath'ring N ations, who, in Hate of Peace, 

Roſe all tumultuous *gainſt her Trojan Race, 

Thus in his golden Bedchamber of State 

Vulcan beſpeaks, ſollicitous of Fate; 

With ſoothing Flattery thus begins to move, 

Whilſt ev'iry Word breath'd forth diviner Love. 
While Grecian Kings laid waſte Dardanian 
Tow'rs 

Ow'd to Deſtruction, and by hoſtile Pow'rs 

Condemn'd to fall, the Wretches left to Fate 

No Aid did I, no ſacred Arms intreat, 

Nor would I yainly, againſt Heav'ns Decree, 

Tho hard, employ thy dearer Art, and thee. 

And yet (but that I ſtill preferr'd thy Peace) 

Much, much I ow'd to Priam's generous Race, 

And much for poor ( Mueas was concern d, 

And oft his hard unequal Labours mourn'd, 

Now by imperial Jo ves ſupreme Command 

i comes obſequious to th Auſonian Land. 

Cc Now 
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Now therefore to thy lovd Divinity 
(Thine ever ſacred above all to me) 


C4 


I come a Suppliant, and a pious Boon 

Of Arms requeſt, a Mother for a Son. 
Aurora thee, thee Thetis could engage, 

Won by their Tears. See the conſpiring Rage; 
Their rigid Gates how the ſtern Cities bar, 
And whet the Sword for the relentleſs War; 


Whilſt all around confederate Nations join, 

Mad againſt me, and to the Fate of mine. 
She ſaid, and, as he yet delay'd to grant 

(Half won, and half unwilling to conſent ) 
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Round him ſhe threw her ſnowy waxen Arms, 
A ſoft Embrace; but then he felt Alarms; 
The ſpringing Heat, the well-known Flame began, F 
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And through the waſting Bones, and melting Mar. n 


row ran. nv | | 
ls 


As from preſt Clouds when breakingLightning flics, * 
A fiery Flaſh, and gleams along the Skies. 
The crafty Wife, well-conſciousof her Charms, 5 
Percciy d th Effect of her preyailing Arms, A. 
Saw 


(95) 
Saw him all languiſhing, and inward ſmil'd, 


Pleas'd with her Arts to find the God beguil'd; 
When bound i in Fetters of cternal Love 


Thus he reply'd. Why doſl thou idly move 
Theſe labour'd Cauſes ? Goddels, why, unjuſt, 
Repoſeſt thou in me ſo mean a Truſt ? 

Then when Troy was, and while yet Priam reign'd, 
This had'ſt thou ask'd,this thou had'ſt then obtain'd. | 
Twas not deny d; nor Zove, nor rigid Fate, p 
Tho' they decreed the Fall, aſſign'd the Date; * 


Put ten Years more it might have been repricy d, 


The Town have ſtood, and the goodKing have liv'd, 
And now, if now for Battle thou prepare, 

If tis thy Mind, and thou art bent to War, 
Whatc'er my Art can give to thy Deſire, 

What Metals can, or Force, or Air, or Fire, 


Is gladly thine ; ſollicite me no more, 


Nor with a needleſs Pray'r ſuſ pect thy Pow” - 
Thus having ſaid, and ca ger to careſz * 

de ſought her Arms, and gave a wiſhd Embrace | 

And, all infus'd into her ſacred Breaſt, 9 

Laid his fir d amorous Limbs to grateful Reſt. 

Cc 2 Upon 


Wherever Fate thy Spirit ſhall beſtow, b 
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Upon:the. dead Bodies left; undiſpe-' 
ſed of upon the Field of Battel a; 
Pharſalia Lucan, B. 7, v. 809. 


---» T abeſve Cadavera ſuluat 
An Ragus haud refert. 1 
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Weit unclean Decay, or decent Flame Mc: 


 Dillolyes the lifeleſs Carcaſs of our Frame, 
Tis alla Caſe, kind Nature, when we fall, 
In her good eaſy Lap receives us all; 4 
And Bodies, needleſs of a pitying Friend, 
Owe to themſelves their independent End. 


Theſe People too, if! now 'tis not their Turn, 
Cæſar a future Fire ſhall one Day burn; 1 
With Earth ſhall burn hall burn them with theScas 

For there's a Fate and Flame for very theſe. 9 
One common Fun' ral docs the World attend, | 5 
Which Stars above with Bones below ſhall blend. 
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Thither 40 theirs without Diſtin&ion ago. 
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Xot thine ſhall more ſublimely mount 15 75 Sk . 

Not icke i Sffades beneath more nobl y iy * 

denk is eaempt from Foitune ; Parent Earth". 

rnd all a Room to whom dhe gave a Büch? Ak 


And he Whole Duſt no honeſt Urn — 2 
His yet a Heav'n to cover his Remains. 
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ato's & pech 7 Labienus 8, hen. Gel 
fired by him to conſult the e 


Jupiter Ammon. Lucan, 'B. bl g 


en te 
Quid quers, Labiene, jubes? mY 


Hat is it thou propoſeſt to enquire ? a 
Whether in Arms with Liberty entire 

ld chuſe to die, rather than meanly ſee 
The Triumphs of prevailing Monarchy ? ? | 
Life is Nothing, and to Age ——__ 50 
b but alonger Nothing at the bet? , > 41 
Tany Violence the good Man can har, 
Whom Wiſdom, Fortitude, and Juſtice dg 
Vt Fortune gainſt oppoſ ng Virtue ſet 


les her Malice, and does vainly threat ? 
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If tis enough to aim at worthy Things, 
And to the Succeſs juſt Nothing brings? 
All this perſuaded of we knew before; 
Nor can the God himſelf implant it more. 
Then for the Reſt, fix d to the Pow'rs above, 
By Laws of Fate dependently we move. 
The Temple ſilent, w're directed ſtill, 
And nothing do but with the Godhead's Will 
Nor nced there Words, nor is a Voice requird; 
But Reaſon given, and its Share inſpir'd, 
Once at our Birth he did our Buſineſs ſhow, 
And told us all that we hayc Leave to know: 
Nor barren Sands to teach a Few has choſe 
Nor in this Waſt docs buried Truth incloſe. 
Is there a Seat to be to God aſſign d, 
But Heav'n, and Earth, and a brave virtuous Mind! 
Why ſeck we Deitics elſewhere? 'Tis Jove 
All that you ſee, and whereſoe er you move. 
Let doubting Minds in Pain for Things: to me 


Want fortune-telling Prieſts to cant their Doom: 


Me tis not Oracles that fatisfy, 95 x 
But Death, and Death apparent Cenainy., 


One 


CE 


( 199 ) 
One Lot of Fate determin d for us all, 
Alike the Brave, and Coward, are to fall. 
This is enough if you regard it well, 
for Man to know, or for the God to tell. 


28 FFF 
Horace, Book I. ODE XL 


In the Yer 1685. 


25 


Forbeat, my Friend, forbeat (tis Sin) t' enquire 


What mine ſhall be, or what thy End; 
deek not the promiſing Aſtrologer, 
Nor on his Stars and Schemes depend. 
Our Fate is fix d; let it be private too, 
What we can't change, why ſhould we ſtrive to 


n „ 
f II. | 1} 
Whetherthe Gods ſhall think it fit or not | | 


More Yeats of Life than this t allow, | 
Take you no Thought; youll better bear the 1 

Which unexpected you teceive. ö 
Cood Fortune by Surprize does greater ſhow, 
And ill A ſure wou d covet to foreknow. 
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( 200 ) 
| III. 
Drink Man, nor let extended Hopes outtun 
Poor Human Life's contracted Space. 
Lo, while we ſpeak, malicious Time is gone; 
Catch, uſe the Minutes as they pals. 
Futurity's a cheating Lottery. | 
Who d on the falſe uncertain Chance rely ? 
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Another Verſion of the ſame Ode. 
In the Tear 1722. 


J. 
E not inquiſitive, miſtaken Friend, 

Nor Aſtrologick Figures try, 

To learn what End does thee or me attend, 
Or when, or how we are to die. 

Tis paſt; the Thing is never to be known, 
And, if it were, were better let alone. 

| IL 
Whether good Heay'n intends us further Years, 
Or this is to conclude the Sum, 
That you may wiſcr be, and, free from Fears, 


May better bear the Lot to come, = Mind 
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Hind what we have, decant the joyful Wine, 
And Et Wir 7 Nur n RE eg. | 
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Cut off long Hope a8 fit "of Size. ZE | 
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Conſider Life as-a ſoon finiſh'd Race; 2 
See, While we ſpeak, it envious fies. 

Crop off each preſent Day the ſpringh 18 flow, 

Truſting the Future, no, not for an Hour. 


This Ode is fo far obſcure, that one cannot be certain of 
hving found Horate's exact and entire Meaning. The ut me- | 
lus quicquid erit pati, from whence the Doubts ariſe, has ſuffi- | 
ciently exerciſed and divided the Interpreters. To omit ſeveral | 
Conjectures, Which [:think deſerve to be rejected ar firit;Sight, | 
the old Cormtmiehtators ZP)pbyriotand Arrow would have poſſes | 
underſtood, and conſtzy'd with pati. Some (which tends to 
the ame Senſe) joyn par? with ſaplac, throwing all that is be- 
tween into A. pretty lous Parentheſis. S0 is the. Paris Edition, 
1642. and ſo'is that of Afnellins, fromm Which I made my firſt 
Tranſlation. This Expedient is Grammarical enough, and the 
uy 2 either this or the other leaves is, whether ut melius, 

c. ſhull refer to what preceges concerning the. Enquiry of 
Length or Shortneſs Gf Ele, or to Wb follows cke the 
Enjoyment ot it, viz, Hina liques, and gperis breu, &c. ut yera- 
Miſt both ĩt may be objeted, Thar it had been fo eaſy to have put 
feras inſtead of pati (which wWöuld have prevented all Heſita- { 
non, and expreſſed the very fame Senſe in a —— as well 
i Manner) that from thence alone one would ſaſpe 
he oats hte Sher ng and not that which 
Might have been determined-by;a, Wotd-ſo obvious, that be 
could Aitfly have" Gelee it. Stippoſing therefore that | 
ve have. the Ode perfect as he wrote it, (and I hear f no | 
Enid Reading here, but only of different Punctuation] per- | 
ind dps, after all, eee may be to conneWÞ-ſapie | 

b a only 


(202) 
e engthning the Pi. 


only with vt melius, and to joyn ( tho? to the 

rentheſis) quicquid erit pati together; as thus, at melius ſan I. 
quicquid erit pati ( i. e. patiendum) &. According to tb. 
Method I have formed my ſecond Verſion, the not negled. I. 
ing the other Senſe. For I make no Difficulty, where there 

are ſeveral Interpretations of any Paſlage, to take in both of 
them; ſince there may be two very good | Senſes ſometimes A 
of an Author, though, with all deference to ſome Sort of Con- 
mentators, I think there can be but one true and original one WI Th 
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o D E NI. 
L Tt 
Hen happy Srephor's too prevailing Charms 1 
His roſy Neck, and his ſoft waxen Arms, 0 
Inhuman Lydia wantonly you praiſe, W 
How cruelly my jealous Spleen you raiſe! " 
Anger boils up in my hot lab'ring Breaſt, » 
Not to be hid, and leſs to be ſuppreſt, 7 


II. 

Then twixt the Rage, the Fondneſs, and the Shame 
Nor Speech, nor Thoughts, nor Looks remain the 
ſiame. 
Fickle as my Mind my various Colour ſhows, Wit 
And with my Tide of Paſſion ebbs and flows: 


023 


4 Healing fall ditill'd by ſoft Deſire, 


1 the melting Slowneſs of the Fire. 


- 7 . III. 
1 when I ſee that livid Neck betray 


The drunken Youth's too rudely wanton Play ; 
When on thoſe paſſive Lips the ! I find | 
Of frantick biting Kiſſes left behind; 
[aye to think theſe cruel Tokens ſhow 
Things I cannot miſtake, and would not know. 
=. IV. 
How fond's the Hope, how fooliſh, and how vile, 
Of laſting Love from the ungentle Swain! 
Who that ſoft Lip ſo roughly can invade, 
urting with cruel Joy the tender Maid. 
Hon are they glutted who ſo fierce devour; 


They ſuck the Nectar, and throw by the Flow! r. 


V. 
ei but, oh! thrice happy they that equal move 


han unbroken Yoke of faithful Love ! 

Whom no Complaint, no Strife, no Jealouſy 

ts from their gentle, grateful Bondage free; 

bt ſtill they dear faſt mutual Slaves remain, 
tu unkind Death breaks the unwilling Chain. 
Dd 2 „ "R 
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O D E u XXIII. 


"1 1-44. 


Hen, Che, by your Slave purlird, | 
Why, auld you fie ſo faſt? 
So the firay'd Fan, ith? pathleſs Wood | 
To her loſ Dam makes Haſt. 


Each Noiſe alarms, and all Things add 
New Terror to her Care ; 

She farts at every. dancing, Shade, 
Each Breath of ſi ſinging Air. 


With every Leaf, each Buſh that ſhakes | 
23 hroughout the murm king Grove, FRY 
ler ſympathetick Heart Partakes; F 


She trembles as they move. 
| Mn Terr 5-40.75 94 01 ee 
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Fond Maid, unlike the Wölk and Boar, 
I hunt ridt to deftioy ; ; | 


My utmoſt Prey wou'd be- no more 
Than Jou * give vith of ce 
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( 295. ) 
Urgd on by | loft and gentle Love 
1 harmleſsly- purſuę; lies bn 
Your Flight; to, me may cruel prove, 
But not my Chaſe to yu. "a 


Ceaſe idle Dreams of fancied Harms, 
Too childiſh Fears trapans 3 4 

Leave running to thy Mother's Arms | 
Who now art fir for Man's. BET 
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O D E XXIV. 


Ia the Vear 172. Occaſiond by the Death 
of Halter Moyle, Eſq | 


Hat Shame, what Moderation here 


Should Gricf confine? What can appear 
Exceſs in all that we can ſhow 
tor one we lovd, we valu'd fo ? 
Melpomene, dear plaintive Muſe, 
Thou know'ft the Notes which we ſhout uſe; 
To thee the Voice, the Lute belongs; 
command, inſpite our tuneful Songs. 


(206) 

Does then perpetual Sleep oppteſ; 
This Life, and Spirir of our Race? 
Whoſe Equal when will Learning find, 
And Wit and Senſe and Candour joyn'd ? 

By Crouds to be lamented, he 
Is fall'n, but more by none than me. 
With pious Zeal, but vain 11-0 
I of the Gods my  Moyle require ; ; 
Alas! not lent us to remain, h 
Not took to be reſtor d again. 

No, could I Orphean Muſick bring, 
Or ſweeter touch the tuncful String 
Which Trees could move, and Floods cou'd charm, 
Yet never, never may the warm, 
The vital Blood: be reconyey'd 4 
To the pale Ghoſt, the empty Shade, 
Which once th' inexorable God, 
Driving with his tremendous Rod, . 
Does to that gloomy Fold tranſlate, 
Where all is Night, ail all is Fate. 
'Tis hard ; but Patience, our beſt, Friend, 


Lightens thoſe Ills we cannot mend. | 
5 Book II. 
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22 .f. E & E ff EE 
Book. II. 0 D E Ul. 


. <1; 
Delius, mindful of thy mortal Frame, 
Calm, and with Temper play Life's vatious\ 
Game, 
And whate'er Fortune is, be eyer thou the Gi, 
Nor in hard Times, and by the ruder Frown - 
Diſpirited, and caſt deſponding down ; 
Nor by falſe Smiles and Blandiſhments decoy'd, 
Giddy with Joy; or inſolent with Pride; 
But juſt, and ſteady, and no way inclin'd, 
ln a wiſe Equilibrium keep thy eaſy Mind. 


Why ſhou'dſt thou triumph here, or languiſh there? 


Tis but a while thou canſt rejoice or, bear. 
fortune ſoon chang'd another Pitch may fly ; 
But ſhou'd not Fortune change, yet thou art ſure to 
die. 
II. 
Die, die thou muſt, whether in Care and Strife 


Thou lead ſt an anxious gloowy Life, 
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Or wiſely, to thy ſelf a better Friend, 

Thou good Occaſions tak ſt thy Labours tounbeng, 
When in ſome ſilent, green Receſs, 
Reclin'd upon the flow'ry Plain, 

With th' inmoſt Vault's fele& Champaign, 

Thou doſt thy happy ſelf :care(s.; 

There, where the Poplar, and the Pine, 
Their ſocial Branches amicably joyn, 

Repell the Sun that wou'd invade, U 
And love to weave a hoſpitable Shade; 
Whilſt a freſh Stream check d in its winding Way, 

Lab' ring to vanquiſh the unkind Delay, 
Glides trembling by with a ſoft murmuring Noiſe, 
To huſh thy peaceful Mind, and lull thegentleſoys. 


III. ( 

Here, here, to-this divine Retreat, f 
Bring all that's pleaſing, all that's ſweet ; 

The Wines, the Eſſences, the roſy Flow'rs, 5 

To furniſh out luxurious Hours; b 


Whilſt Age, and Fate, and Fortune all combine 
TogivethecLeave, enjoy hem while thy re thin. 
Ando For I ( 


(209) 


For, oh | my Friend, the Time is ſhort, 
And thou from all muſt ſurely part; 


| Part from thy Houſe, thy Groves, thy Villa which 


the Thames 
Waſhes ſo kindly with delightful Streams; 
And all thy high-pil'd Wealth ſhall be the Share 
Of thy then happy, thy ſucceeding Heir. 
IV. 
Whether thou wanton ſt in abounding Store, 
Or begg ſt, a Wretch, from Door to Door, 
Th expanded Heay'n thy bleaky Canopy, 
A naked vagrant Tenant of the Sky ; 
Whether from ancient Stock, and Blood of Kings, 
Thy high illuſtrious Lineage ſprings, 
Or thy low deſpicable Birth and Name 
from the vile Dregs and Refuſe oftheRabble came, 
Tis to th Affair of Dying all the ſame; 
Alike thou muſt reſign thy common Breath ; 
Alike the certain Victim of unpitying Death. 
; V. 
All, all are bound to the ſame gloomy Shore, 


Only ſome follow after, and ſome go before, 
Ee | Fate 


EY — 
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Fate ſhakes for alla common Urn, 
And ſoon or late our Lot muſt 'take its Turn, 
Then ſentenc'd ſhall we from this dear-loy'd Coun. 
try go, 
Tranſported to the wild Plantations down below; 
There into everlaſting Baniſhment be hurl'd, 
Caſt out from Life, and Exiles of the World, 


CIR NENT III IIS 


ODE 
Done ff 16863 aber'd tofu the Summer 1689. 


O not, my Friend, a private Man, amuſe 
Thy (elf with Politicks, Intrigues, and News, 
What is't to us what Duras or Lorrain 
Threaten, or promife this Campaign ? 
What th' 1-:fþ plot, or martial French debate 
In their Conſults of War, or their Cabals of State! 
Prithee let them and their Affairs alone, 
We all have enough Busnefs of our own. 
Safe by objected Seas from preſent Fear, 
Why ſhou'd we bring ſuch diſtant Dangers near? 
| : Why 


11 


T 


N 


? 
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Why ſhou d ſt thou be abroad inquiſitive? - 


Mind thy Concerns at home, and wiſely learn to 


lives. 
Ey'n for thy ſelf do not too ſtudious be; 

Be not a Slave to very Thee ; 

Nor anxiouſly for what's to come provide 
Life fleets, and is with little ſatisfy d. 
Beauty and Youth, with all it has of gay, 

Go backward, and pals light away 
Soon loſt behind, and to be found no more, 
Leaving bad heavy Days in View before. 

Age comes (a Proſpet worthy of our Fears) 
The fapleſs hoary Winter of our Years ; 

Dries up the genial Springs of Love, 
Does the ſweet Dew of kindly Sleep remove; 
Age, that unſociable cruel Gueſt, 


That robs us of our active ſoys, and our unaQtiveReſt, 


IIL 
Nor is it only in frail Human- kind 
That theſe Viciſſitudes we find. 
Look on the Flow'rs of the young Year, 
That ſmell ſo ſweet, ſo gay appear, 


Ec 2 How 
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On ſoſt repoſing Graſs ſupinely laid, 
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How ſhort a Pride do they enjoy! 
Their Glories firſt, and then They die. 
The Moon that ſhines at Full ſo bright, 
Not al ways wears one Countenance of Light; 
Her Face has too its Seaſon of Decay, 

When every Night brings her leſs Day, 
Till the laſt poorRemains to perfect Shade give way, 
When every thing in Nature ſhifts ſo faſt, 
Shou'd thy Solicitudes the ſame for ever laſt ? 
Reaſon's ſhort Line can never ſound the Sea : 

Of bottomleſs Faturity 3 1 \ 
Wrapt in dark Night Eternal Counfels ly, 
Where our dim Sight juſt Nothing can deſcry. 
Why ſhon'd we then fo ſhallow, and ſo blind, 
Uſarp a Province not for us deſigtt'd, 
And with unequal Cares oppreſs a tiny Mind? 

”, a IV. 
Why rather in the ſecret Grove, 


| wy | 


Where we may Nature's preſent Bounties prove, 
Under ſome ſhelt'ring Trees obliging Shade, 


— yu 9 Wm Ww A gag) Mw 


With fragrant roſy Garlands crown'd, 
_ Colt 


vi | 
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Coſtly Perfumes caſting rich Scents around, 

Whilſt Heay'n permits, and we ſecure 
Have Life, and Health, and Pleaſure in our Pow'r, 
Laughing at Fools that on to Morrow think, 
Don't we to Day diſereetly careleſs drink? 
Life without this too lowly wou'd decay ; 
Time itſelf's tedious not thus paſs d away. 

v. 2 

Wine's the beſt Lethe of our Care, 
As ſure a Cure as Death, but ſweeter far. 
When Barebus comes, all Troubles Rev rence yield, 
Diſpers d 1 mae er e e the 
No more the Life of Life, and very Life devour ; 
True Beaſts of Prey, that fly from a bright * 
Come then, about with it apace, 
Puſh on the friendly, warm, enlivning Glafs. | 
Here, Boy, here quickly ſome refrefhing Ice, 
To render yet the Luxury more nice, 
The flaming Wine's fierce Ardor to reſtrain, 
Make it more flattcring to the Taſt, more harmleſs 

to the Brain, 


VI. And 


| 


For the dull State of a ſet ſolemn Dreſs; 
Bid her come artleſsly adorn d away, 
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And now but one Thing more : 

Woud my dear Lyde too were here. 

Who ſhall perſuade the humorous Whore? 
Tell her we now can no Denial bear. 
Bid her (for full Delight is our Purſuit ) 
Bring with her lovcly Self her charming Lute, 
Touch'd by her Hand'twill gentle Thoughts inſpire, 
And raiſe our Harmony of Pleaſure high'r. 
Let her not formally and idly ftay 


With a becoming Negligence, t expreſs 

A free and airy Wantonneſs: y 
Quick let her come to meet our eager Fires, 
Gay as our Humours, looſe as our Deſires, 
Thus, Friend, we wiſely might our Time improve, 
Thus, thus, in Drink, and Jollity, and Love. 


0D 
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Rge me no more to write of martial Things, 
Of fighting Heroes, and of eonqu ring Kings: 
Our brave Fore- fathers Glory to advance, 
Shew ſubdu d Ireland, and ſing vanquiſh'd France, 
Tell how Spain's Blood the Britiſh Ocean ſwell d, 
With Shame invading, and with more repelld. 
No, theſe high Themes of the Heroic Strain, 
Suit ill with my low feeble Vein. 
To equal Numbers I'd in vain aſpire 
How ſhould I make a Trumpet of a Lyre? 
Much leſs dare I in an unhallow'd Strain, 
Great Naſſaus Wars, and Victories profane. 
lou better may in laſting Proſe rehearſe 
Things which defy my humble Verſe. 
Tis a fond Thing to think to reconcile 
duch glorious Actions with ſo mean a Stile. 


II. 
Me fair Lycinnia's ſofter Praiſe, 


Her native Charms and winning * 


— 
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The Muſe ordain'd to ſing in gentle Lays : 
Me the ſweet Song which S:rens' Art defics, 
Me the ſerenely ſhining Eyes; 

And above all the grateful generous Heart, 
True to the mutual Love, and faithful to its Part, 
Lycinnia, whoſe becoming Dance, 

With airy Motion does Love's Fire advance; 
Whoſe wanton Wit, wild as her Eyes, 
The tickled Mind does pleaſantly ſurprize ; 
Whoſe various Arts all our looſe Pow'rs alarm; 
A Grace each Action, and each Word's a Charm. 
SE 
Ah! when her willing Head ſhe gently bends, 
And fragrant Kiſſes languiſhingly lends ; 
When with fond artful Coyneſs ſhe denies, 
More glad to loſe, than we to win the Prize ; 
Or when the Wanton in a toying Vein 
Snatches the Kiſs from the prevented Swain ; 
Wou'd you then give one Bracelet of her Hair 
For the poor Crowns that Monarchs wet ? 
Wou'd you exchange, for all thoſe fay'rite Iſles 
The Sun laughs on, one of her pleaſing Smiles? 
| 57 Wou'd 
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Wou'd you for both the Indies Wealth decline 
The hidden Pleaſures of her richer Mine ? 


Not I; for ſuch vain Toys I'd ne er remove; 
My Wealth, my Pomp, my Heav'n ſhoud all be Love. 


82 7 88 8 N 
Book III. D 


Upon His Majeſty's Return from the Campaign 
in Ireland. 
> 
Ske, England, ſee thy mighty Naſſau's come, 
The Belgick Hercules, victorious home; 
from vanquiſh'd Foes has Bays and Triumphs 
brought, 
With bravely ventur'd Death, and glorious Hazards 
ſought. 


IL 
Let fair Maria to the Temple move, 
And pay due Thanks to the juſt Powr's above; 
Let Auna join, nor fail a Heav'n to bleſs, 
That gave a Brother Safety, and a King Succeſs. 
Ff | III. Let 
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III. 
Let joyful Mothers double Praiſe afford, 
For Sons preſerv'd, and for a Prince reſtor'd ; 
Let all the Young, and all the Fair aſliſt, 
Nor Wife, nor blooming Maid be in the Conſort 


miſt. 
IV. 
Let every Tongue, and eyery Heart 
With univerſal Gladneſs bear a Part; 
Let none repine, let none complain, 
Nor with an ill-tim'd Griefthe ſacred Joy profane, 
; V. 
To me the Day a perfect Jubilee, 
From every Care my Mind ſhall free; 
Nor Violence now, nor Tumult will I fear, 
While Najau ſits at Helm, and does the Empire 


ſteer, 
vI. 
Where is the Eſſence, where are the Perfumes, 
To ſcent my Hair, and ſcent my Rooms? 
With pious Pomp, and decent Luxury, ] 


I'll celebrate the well-obſerv'd Solemnity. 


| 6 VII. Lt 


* 
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VII. 
Let me have Wine, rich generous Wine, 
Worthy a Day ſo great, and ſo divine, 
A Virgin Cask of old untaſted Juice, 
By Heay'n preſery'd, and kept for this peculiar Uſe. 
\ Sk 
Then to compleat and finiſh the Delight, 
Bid wanton Celia come, and bleſs the Night; 
With kind Haſt bid her hither move 
To heighten Joys of Wine with Joys of Love. 


IX. wy 
If her damn'd Maid thy Entrance ſtay, 


If ſhe deny, if ſhe delay, 
Ne'er importune, nor urge the Bus'neſs on, 


But come away, and leave th' ill- natut d Jilt alone. 


X 


Time was, when J ſhould not have tamely born 
So proud a Slight, and rude a Scorn ; 
When vigorous Youth with generous Fire, 


For every baſe Affront did brave Revenge inſpire. 


XI. 
But oh! thoſe Days are done; my hoary Hairs 


Shew I am paſt, am paſt the Wars: 


Ff 2 Too 
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Joo frozen, and too gentle, Age 


Has cool'd my Love, and calm'd my Rage. 


SASSSSSSLSAAASASAASSAS ALS 
e 
| C 
T* all the Treaſures and the Wealth wer: 
thine, 
Of the Arabian Soil, and Indian Mine; 
The Wealth of Guinea too, and of Peru, 

Of the Old World and of the New; 
Though thou had'ſt Palaces of more Exceſs 
Than ever Pricſt did raiſe, or King poſſeſs; 

Yet when once crucl Fate invades, 

To ſnatch the Slave to the dark Sryzian Shades, 

All thy Efforts will be in vain 


To free thee from ſtrong Death's tyrannick Chain. 


That Foe thou may'ſt not brave; 
Not all thy Opulence one Hour can fave 
: Thy Body from th' avoidleſs Grave; 
Or prove at Need ſo ſeaſonably kind 
To drive one Fear, one Scruple from thy Mind. 


II. Why 


V 
If 


\ 
[ 
ö 
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(221) 


II. 
Why then (if fo with the poor Rich it be, 
If what ſo much we ſeek no more can give; 
Better, for ought I ſee, 
Did the Campaigning Scyth ians live : 
Thoſe free Philoſophers, whom rude we barbarous 
call; 
Who with themſelves carry d about their All; 
Did ſo the Priſon of a Scat contemn, 
A Cottage was too much a Court for them, 
In rolling Carrs did trav*Hing Houſes drive; 
better thoſe Vagabonds (who would for nothing 
ſtrive ) 
Better the rigid Geres did their Affairs contriye : 
Where the undiſtinguiſh'd Field, 
To the Community impartial Fruits did yield; 
Where nothing of a Culture did appear, | 
That look d beyond the Proſpect of a Year. 
Longer did no one's Share of Labour laſt ; 
The annual Province fairly paſt, 
A freſh Set undertook the Soil, 
And on like Terms reliev d their Predeceſſors Toil. 


Howe'er 
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Howe ler our ſelves we value, and talk high 
Of our Improvements and Civility, 


And make to frivolous Arts a vain Pretence; I 
Who live the neareſt Nature, live the neareſt Inno- 

cence. Le 

| III. T 


No Step-dame there employ'd her Care, 
To poiſon or ſupplant a former Heir ; 

No Wite preſuming on her Dow'r 

Ulurp'd the Man's deſpotick Pow'r, A 
Or to the plain coarſe Husband did prefer 


A glitt'ring gay Adulterer, - 
"Twas amply there enough to be T 
Deſcended of an honeſt Family; 

I 


No Portions there were known, 
But thcir good Parents Virtue, and their own, 
Tphat ſtrict inviolable Chaſtity, 


Which there *rwas Sin to break, and where the 


for the Sin muſt dy. 
IV. 
What generous Prince to build a lovely Name, u 
If 


And on his Country's Good erect his Fame, 


Wout! 
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Wou'd our deſtructive Factions tame ? 
Our civil Fury wou'd reclaim? 
If in the noble Statue he would ſtand 
Confeſs'd the Father of the Land; 
Let him our ancient Continence reſtore, 
The frugal Manners of good Times before; 
With a ſtiff and ſteady Rein ; 
Let him couragcouſly reſtrain 
The hard-mouth'd Licence of our Times, 
And all the Boldneſs of our private Crimes. 
How thus, how wou'd he be 
blelsd and ador'd by juſt Poſterity ! 
Though we, I doubt, who were to fecl the Cure, 
Shou'd the Phyſician ill endure, 
Such is our Envy, Ficklcneſs, and Fate, 
That preſent Worth we ever hate, 
Vainly when gone admire, and with for it too late. 
V. | 
But what, alas! avails it to complain ? 
The Sword of Juſtice muſt the Ill reſtrain. 
What are good Laws without agreeing Lives ? 
lf Government remilsly at the Breach connives > 
If 
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If nor th Incloſure of the Torrid Zone, 

With all the Threatnings of a Tyrant Sun; 
Nor the wild utmoſt Northern Coaſt, 
With ſolid Snow, forbidding Froſt, 

If no Extreams of Heat and Cold 

The res lute Merchant can one Jot with-hold, 

From the bold Chaſe of his beloved Gold ? 

If skilful in the pathleſs Ways to Gain, 

The Mariner mocks all the Horrors of the Main, 

1; | 
O Poverty! thou grand Reproach, 

How doſt thou native Innocence debauch! 
What will not Man act or endure, 

To be from deſpicablc Thee ſecure ! 

On thy Account we ſcrup'lous Vertue fly; 

Her Road's too difficult, and to loath'd Thee too 

nigh. 


VII. 
To Pauls, or ſome ſuch noble End, 
Where Glory may ſlow Zeal promote, 
Where loud Applauſes ſhall attend, 


Lel's our ſuperfluous Wealth devote. 
| Or 


D 


Le 


( 225 ) 


Or elſe into our neighb'ring Seca, 


(The Sea as greedy ev'n as we) 

Lets hurl our ncedlefs Gold, our Jewels, and our 
Plate, 

Thoſe fatal Springs of Miſchief and Debate. 


four paſt Crimes ſincerely we repent, 


And really wou'd the like preyent, | 


We muſt root out the very Seeds of Vice, ll 


The El'ments of pernicious Avarice, 


Whence all thoſe Crimes ariſe. 


Muſt faſhion well our ſofter Minds, 

dy hardning and ſeverer Diſciplines ; 

duch as thoſe Stores ſhall make us little need, 
Which go devouring Luxuty to feed. 

VIII. 


Our lazy Youth, our tender Race, 


In manly Arts unskill'd, 

declining from brave Anceſtors apace, 
Neglect the nobler Paſtimes of the Field. 

A Ball's their rougheſt Exerciſe, 

learned to play the Cards, and caſt the Dice, 


Gg Learned 


Jr 
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Learned in all th' inglorious Myſteries 
Of feeble Vanity and Vice. 
vet for ſuch worthleſs Sons as theſe 

Do wretched Fathers ſhipwreck more than Eaſe; 
By broken Faith and perjur d Vows, 

And every Way that no good Man allows, 
Haſten the Growth of an Eſtate 

T hat is to give to very Lightneſs Weight ; 

Nor boſom Friend, nor Hoſt, nor Partner ſpare, 

To build a Family, and make an Heir. 

A thouſand Articles of Gain invent, 

To purchaſe ill what muſt as ill be ſpent. | 

- Thus vicious Riches ſtill incrcaſe, 


And yet, howc'er it comes to pals, 


Ne'cr ſo immenſe the too contracted Store, 1 
Such is Man's boundleſs Wiſh, wants ſome Add 
tion more. \ 
\ 
* — RE RENE x | 
O D E XXV. p 


To Bacchus. In the Tear * 


Bacchus, whither doſt thou hurry me, 
Full, full of thy Divinity and Thee: 


In 
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Into what Caves, into what Bow'rs, 
lnform'd with a new Soul, and quick, exalted Pow rs, 
With ſwift Confuſion am I hurl'd, 
And rapt, and ſpirited about the World ? 
In what divine Receſs ſhall I be heard of Fame, 
Striving to eternize illuſtrious Naſ/au's Name? 
Raisd to the Spheres in never-dying Odes, 
T inſert it mongſt the Stars, and place it with the 
Gods ? 


II. 
All ſhall be Miracle I ſing, 
[ll write ſome new, ſome great, ſome unexam- 
pled Thing, 
Something above all Pattern, more 
Than Mankind ever ſaid, or ever thought before. 
Such was th' Amazement, ſuch the Firc, 
Which the mad Evias did onT hracianHills inſpire; 
When Rhogope's ſacred Mount, and Heber's con- 
ſcious Flood, | 
Appearing to her View ſtirr'd theLymphatickMood; 
While th' infusd God did all her Pow'rs engage, 
Quite ſenſeleſs with the Trance, and ſleepleſs with 
the Rage. Gg 2 Oh 
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Oh the Delight! when wing d with Extacy 
Through unknown pathleſs Tracts Idevious fly! 
How wondring, and how pleas d, as the wild Fancy 

roves, 
To view the deſart Rocks, and unfrequentedGroys! 


III. 
O Bacchus, thou almighty generous Pow'r, 


By whoſe kind Aid all thoſe who thee adore, 

While thy braveHeat does their ſtrong Spirits warm, 

Things above weak dull N ature can perform, 

There's nothing low ſhall iſſue, nothing mean, 
Nothing mortal from my Pen. 

Thou Captain and Condutter of my Flight, 

In daring Strains I'll ſoar to a ſuperiour Height, 


Whatc'er, whatc'er the Danger be, 


Tis ſweet, tis ſweet, great God, to follow thec. 


„ 
- 
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D» 
Upon ſome Feſtival Day in the Time of Ning 


William and Queen Mary. 5 


55 
JX/ Hat ſhou'd I do on ſuch a Day, 


But drink the flying Hours away ? 
Y- ; Lide, 
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Lyde, to ſerve the juſt Deſign, ' 


Bravely-produce the ſecret Wine, 
And force, while we our Glaſſes wield, 
Wiſdom in all its Strengths to yield. 

II. 


Doſt thou not ſee the Noon decline ? 


"4 


Yet ſtill, yet ſtill there is no Wine 

As if fleet Time wou'd idly ſtay, 

And wait upon thy dull Delay. 

Where are the Flasks that yet detain 

The Juice that knew gay Charles's Reign! 
III. | 

Come, we will ſing, alternate ſing, 

Our Queen divine, and Godlike King; 

Him the great Neptune of our Floods, 

der the bright Cynthia of our Woods ; 

tor whom thy Voice, thy Hand, thy Lute, 

Shall all their Art, and Muſick uit. 
IV. 

At laſt a ſweet concluding Song 

To gentle Venus ſhall belong; 


Verus 
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Venus ador'd on, Paphian Ground; 
Venus adord the World around; 

Nor ſhall her Friend and Fav'rite Night 
Fail of a Strain to. do her Right. 


299509800899090909895809509 
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Inſcribed to the King in Ireland, in the 
Tear 1690. 


ID . 
F Godlike Race, born with auſpicious Fate, 


Beſt, generous Guardian of our Britiſb State, 
Return; too long a hoſtile Land 
Has wrong d our Happineſs, and Thee detain d. 


Kind to the Hopes you gave, O haſten home, 
And tothy wanting Court, and waitingScnate come 
? II. 

Reſtore Thy Nation its divineſt Light, 

The Luſtre of Thy Preſence, and Thy Sight; 

When thy propitious Beams upon us ſmile, 
'Tis Spring throughout the happy Iſle; 

The gladſome Day flies pleaſanter away, 


And the ſerencr Sun ſhines with a better Ray. 
III. . 
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III. 
As, when beyond ungrateful Scas 
The abſent Vouth th? expected Time o er- ſtays, 
With anxious Love, and tender Moan, 


Sighs a grievd Mother for a darling Son; 
With Vows, and Pray'rs; his Coming ſhe implores, 
And watches ſtill the Winds, and fill looks 
tow'rds the Shores : 
IV. 
Such, ſacred Monarch, is for Thee 
Our Pain, our Paſſion, and our Piety ; 


Such, ſo impatient our Concern, 
So languiſh we, and dic for Thy Return; 

Thy Britain thus ſtung with like fond Deſire, 
Docs for her Naſſau long, her Cæſar does require? 
V. 

And all but juſt; Great Prince, through Thee, 
Our convoy d Flects enjoy a peaceful Sea; 
Secure our Flocks poſſeſs their Plains; 
In fertile Fields auſpicious plenty reigns; 
Faith ſtrict and nice, with gencrous honeſt Shame, 
Flies a reproachful Guilt, and fears a conſcious 
Blame. j VI. No 
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No more ſhall Vice licentious reign, Sa 


No more looſe Loves chaſt Familics ſhall ſtain ; 
The Mother now ſhall boaſt a lawful Race, 
Shew all the Husband in the Infant's Face; 
Thy Zeal ſhall rouze long dormant Diſcipline, 
And Pain, and ſure Diſgrace ſhall cloſe attend on 
Sin *. 
\ ; / 
Who dreads the Zark, and dreads the Poe, 
While he has Naſſau to ſecure his Hope? 
V ho for rude Highland Rebels cares? 
For Cu icl Force, or for Hibernian Wars 
Of Armics, and of Flects unmov'd we hear; 
F rom Danger thou ſecure, we are ſecure from Fear. 
VIII. 
Under his Vine each ſits in Peace, 
And ſees on his Affairs the Noon decreaſe; 
Then, when the Morning Duty“ paſt, 


Makes to a welcome Dinner cheartul Haſt, 


1 
— 
9 


* This has 883 to His Majeſty's Letter to the Biſhops 
concerning Dilcipline, 


Enjoys 
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Enjoys his Cheer, while the glad Meal to crown, 


Sacred tõ Thee at laſt ati honeſt Glaſs goes down. 


IX 


Thee we with Praiſe, Fhee we with Wine 


Adore ; Thee honour as a Thing Divine; 
Our better Genius Thee proclaim, 


And with our Guardian Angel's joyn thy Name; 


As her great Heroes grateful Greece of old, 
y Godlike Acts oblig d, amongſt the Gods enroll'd. 


| | ot 
Long may ſt Thou live, long may 'ſt Thou reign, 


li Peace, and Glory theſe glad Realms maintain ; 


This every, and This all the Day, 
With faithful Hearts thy People duly ſay. 
This is our Wiſh, and this our Care; 
Our drunken Ev'ning Health, our ſober Morning 


Pray Y. 


bdesceceessederesseesesse 


Catullus. E P I G. XLIX. 
Mellitos Oculos tuos, &c. 
Msn I be allow'd to kiſs 
Thoſe dear Eyes, and to my With, 
H h I wou'd 
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I wou'd kiG them o'er and oer, 
A thouſand, thouſand Times, and more. 
Nor wou'd this, all this ſuffice £146 wo 
From ſuch ſweet delicious Eye. | 
But th' inſatiate fond Deſire; © + 
Longing, ſtill wou'd more require, 
More, though ſtill I ſhou'd go on, 
Kiſs till Kiſſes thick were ſown, =X 
And a larger Crop did yield 
Than the Harveſt of the Field. 
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E PI G. LXXXIII. 
Quinti, / tibi vis oculos debere Catullum. 


Quintius, if a Joy twou d be, ; 

To have mc owe my Eyes to thee, 
Or any Thing that I could prize . 
And love yet dearer than my Eyes; 
Rob me not of what is to me 
Far dearer than my Eyes can be, 
Or any Thing that I can, prize _ 
And love yet dearer than my Eyes. 

EPI G. 
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EPI G. LXXXIV.. 


Lesbia 1/ preſente viro mala plurima geit 


Esbia before her Husband's Face 
Says all ſhe can to my Diſgrace F 
Deſpiſes, hates me, curles, rails, 
All that vex'd Woman never fails. 
This tickles the Fool's caly Ear, 
And he's Oer joy d, as all were clear. 
Blind Mulus, thou doſt nothing ſee ; 
Did ſhe not ſpeak one Word of me, ; 
She might forget me, and be well : 
Now when ſhe wiſhes me in Hell, 
And urges all this Obloquy, 
Not only ſhe Qill thinks of me; 
But, what is worſe for both of you, 
She thinks of me with Anger too; 
That is, ( whaterer ſhe would ew). 3 
he loves me, and ſhe tells thee ſo. n 
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E. P 1 G. LXXXVII. 
of Quintia.. jp Lesbia. 


Uintia Fools a Beauty call ; 
I call her fair, and ſtrait, and tall. 
So 1; for ſo far T allow ; 
All this; Is ſhe a Beauty now? 
No; for thus tall, and ſtrait, and Fur, 
Still ſhe has nothing of an Air; 
Nothing that one can Taking call; 
Dull, aukward, and ungainly all; ö 
No Life, no Elegance, no Grace 
An ugly Thing with a good Face. 
Lesbia, the's a Beauty, ſhe 3. | 
She who beſides the Symmetry, 
The Charms of every well-form'd bart, 
Sets all off too with © much Art; 
With thoſe Engagements, that W 
Such a bewitching Wantonneſs I. 
In the Motion, in the Mien, 
The Tolk the Look, = cvery Thing, 


* 
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That other Nymphs e can be allowd 


22111723 


Ta charm but v with th unjucging Croud ; 
ln yain Vol d of Allurements boaſt 

By her to that Degree ingroſt, 

To that unkind Exceſs that ſhe 

Makes Beauty a Monopoly; 5 

While whate er Charm the Sex endears 


All that is hers, and only hers. 


FF 
E PI G. XIII. 
Lesbia mi dicit ſemper male, &c. 
LE, is talking of me ſtill, 
And ſtill ſhe rails, and ftill ſpeaks ill; 
Not one good Word can ſhe allow; 
Hang me! but Lesbia loves me now. © 
for juſt, juſt thus by her I do; 
let hang me! but I love her too. 
DC ATA TO EA CO RATA 
Tibullus,-Book IV. E L E G. IM. 
To Phoebus, as God of Phyſik. © nu 
(Dome, Phebus, come ( we ſupplicate thy Aid) 


| And from rude Sickneſs free a tender Maid 
: Haſt; 
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awo yd 
Haſt ; tho a Galt thou ſhalt alt ridge chis Care; 
A God may be Phyſician to the Fai nnd 
From her watt Limbs the pining Teanies chaſe, 
Nor let pale Locks her livid Fotm deface; 
And every Ill, and what ſocer we fear, 
Give to the Winds, and Seas to bear fro her. 
Come, and bring with thee all thy Med'CnalArms, 
Whatever helpful Drugs, or pow 'Fful'Charms, 
Can give oppreſs d, decaying Health Relief, 

Can caſc a faint, and lab ring Body's Grief. 

In Pity haſt, nor torture thus a Swain, 

Who the Nymph's Fate well merits to ſuſtain, 
And, through a Fondneſs which no Bound allows, 
For his dear MiſtreG makes unnumber d Vows. 
Sometimes he vows, and fain wou d Help engage, 
Sometimes repining with impatient Rage, 

To ſee her languiſn whom he ſo adores, 

He vents hard Things again thi eternal Pow'rs. 


Pete, peace, ſond Youth, thy E N forbea j 


Conſide i in Paſſion, and lay by thy Fear. 
Tekovers Heav'n will not injurious prove; 


Thy-Nymph is ſafe; do thou but over rr 
N N Well 


f BScaS Seas 
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Well ſhall he ihine, who, now too all . 3 
li ſecret tlnks of thee,” and thee alone h flak 
Whilſt unrcgarded Crouds but entertain : 
falle hopes, and ſlighted Duty pay in aki 
There need no Tears; more Cauſe for them mo 
| fin d. D eee Sri e ee bK. 
If ever the ſhall to thee prove leſs Kind. 1⁰ 
But thou, O Phœbus, lend an equal Earn; 
Favour an am'coys Suppliant's pious Payr. 
Will it not glotious be, and greatly done, 
To ſave two Lovers, in preſerving One? 
Then, then thy Joy, thy Triumph, and thy Fame, 
When the glad ait ſhall waere ee 
Rival each other, vying, to thy Bgaſt, 1 
Who moſt indebted {hall return Thee maſt!” - 
Thee bleſt then all the Hoſt of Heavy n ſhall Nile; 
and every God with Envy wiſh ahy Skill. | © 


hs Diſtich Nil opar oft fletu, &c. in the Edition From which 
ted, and ia the #arjorum of 165 9, is placed after. chat 
1. begins Phobe fove.- But my Reaſon told me *rwas in-. 
proper there. So I tranſlated it, as, if it had juſt preceded 
_ ave, yet it might belong-not 2 Phebus ( (which would 
ablurd) but to Lover (tor whom do ir MA des .. 
ined?) e pr Baker Fla, 1 hace find that-in che C. 
— Edition of 1702, qto. the. Ditch is removed. 
from che unſit Place where my other Editions had put it, but 
red 2 Diſtich higher, chan | neee, undpucedde 
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—— the Line which Ends ſalvs prella tibi eſt, and that which 
ins At nunc tot a tua eſt, where it is apt enough. what 
Authority or Example — has fo fixed it, he —— 
no Notice in his Various Readings, as if there were no Differ 
ence either in any Manuſcripr, or printed Copy about it. If 


r 
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Book IV. E L E G. XIII. 

Ame ſays, the Miſtreſs of my Heart 
Faithleſs ſins oft againſt her Part. 
Then do I wiſh I had no Ear, 
News, which I ſo much hate, to hear. 
Howe'er her Crimes the Tatlers feign, 
Feign'd as they are, they give me Pain. 
Why torture you a Wretch's Breaſt, 
Which, but for you, might be  bleſt ? 
The cruel Talk in Pity ceaſe, 
And leave my Love and me in Peace. 
7 
Propertius, Book I. E L E G. IV. 
. To Baſſus. | 1 
Wis: Baſſas, why with thy officious Care, | 
I 0 praiſe each Nymph, which thou miſ- 
.,_ rakſſt for fair, | 1 


* 
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To wandring Loves wou d ſt thou my — ? 
And from my Miſtreſs ſpirit: me away? nal: 
Why canſt not thou in Peace let me done, * 
In her dear well-known Service to go on? 
There unambitious and content to ſpenag 
What Years of Life indulgent Heay'n ſhall lend. 
Vain Man ! cou'd ſt thou forThemes of juſter Praiſe, 
A Læda, or a fairer Helen raiſe, | 
Or whate'er Beauties, in the handſome Age; | 
Did or the Heroes, or the Gods engage, 
My Cynthia yet triumphant Oer their Fame 
Wou'd ſhine; nor ſuffer them to have a Name; 


Much leſs wou'd fear, though partially compar d, 


The Shadows e er ſhou d be to her preferr'd. 

let is this mighty Beauty but the leaſt, 

The meaneſt Part of what affects my Breaſt, 

0 Baſſus, greater Things behind there N.. 
That make me willing and rejoice to die; : 
An Air genteel, that nameleſs Charms imparts, : 
The rare Accompliſhments of num 'rous Arts, 
And above all, which 1 delight to tell 2 


Th enchanting Pleaſures which her Robes conceal; 
Ii That 
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That till the more thou wou d'ſt divide our Flame, 
With Faith confirm d the mote we mock thy Aim, 
O, Rogue, ne er hope to ſcape unpuniſh'd ſo; 
The injur d Nymph ſhall all thy Treaſon know. 
Poor Baſſus, what will then become of thee ? 
For ſhe will prove no ſilent Enemy; 

No more ſhall me to thy falſe Care commit ; 
Court thee no more, nor ſuch a Crime forget; 
In every Viſit ſhall her Wrongs declare, 

And curſe and rail at thee to all the Fair, 
While thou ſhalt odious grow to every Maid, 
That hates thy Arts, and fears to be betray. 
The weeping Beauty ſhall to Heav'n appeal, 

At every Altar ſhall complaining kneel, 

No Loſs ſo much does am'rous Cynthia move, 
No Loſs ſo much as that of gentle Love; 
To have the Lover raviſh'd from lier Arms, 
And moſt of all ſnou d I forſake her Charms. 
Oh, that ſhe thus for ever may remain, 

That I ſtill loving never may complain ! 


Senecas 
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Senecas Hercules Furens. Act. I. 
Gusen 


Ew are the Lights we now in Heav'n can view; 
And ev'n thoſe few are faint and dy ing too. 
The Night o'ercome recalls each wand'ring Star, 
And morning Lucifer brings up the Rear, 
The Conſtellation that ne'er knew the Sea, 
Turns but its Chariot, and calls up the Day, 
t comes, preceded by new azure Light. 
Phæbus now glances on the Mountain's Height, 
Now redden with his Beams the buſhy Ficlds, 
and Place to him his flying Siſter yields. 
Up riſes Labour to its various Cares, 
Opens the Houſes, to the Fields repairs. 
Shepherds their Flocks diſmiſſing from the Fold, 
Gather Food hoary yet with froſty Cold. 
The Stecrling plays free in the open Mead, 
With Front unfurniſh'd, and a harmleſs Head. 
The emptied Dams their milky Stores regain, 
And wanton Kids range oer the graſſy Plain. 
li 2 Buds, 
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Birds, in mix'd Notes, of Day the Welcome ſing, . 
And ftretch to the new Sun a joyful Wing. | | 
Vent'rous of Life, the Mar'ner waits a Gale, 
And to the Winds commits the filling Sail. 
On rocky Shores the patient Angler waits, | 
Refits his Hooks deluded of their Baits. 
Now preſling lifts the pon'drous Rod with Pains, 
Views with Suſpence in Air his doubtful Gains; 
The quiv ring Fiſh the lab'ring Briſtles ſtrains. ] 


Theſe are th Employments of a harmleſs Life, | 
Calm and at Reſt from Tempeſts and from Strife, 
Where a ſmall Houſe, with a few gratcful Fields, ] 
A ſweet Content tothe glad Qwner yields. ] 
Not ſuch in Cities the wild Scene appears ; 4 
There Hopes ſollicitous, and anxious Fears 
Work like a Whirlwind, toſling up and down 
The buſy Millions through the crouded Town. ' 

One ſleepleſs haunts the Levees of the Great, | 
And waits Admiſſion at his Lordſhip's Gate, 

Hard to obtain, and to his Speech to get, b 
Whether you want a Grace, or want a Debt. f 
* A Miſe 


— 
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A Miſer This, does Thrift and Gain intend, 
Rich to no purpoſe, carking without End, 

Adds Wealth to Wealth, and gaping ſtill for more, 
Is ever heaping, and is ever poor. 


There pop'lar Fools tranſported grow and proud, 
With th' airy Fayour of the way'ring Croud : 
Here Pleaders in the clam'rous Hall engage 
Their venal Talk, and mercenary Rage. 
But few, ah! few, are they who know or ſtrive 
To gain ſafe Quiet, and ſo really live; 
Who, from a Senſe, how ſwift Time paſſes o er, 
Poſſeſs in Paſſing what returns no more. 
Live joyful, live at Eaſe, while live you may, 
And Nature's Warnings take againſt Delay. 
With ſpeedy Courſe Life haſts along its Race, 
And Days and Years with quick Rotation pals. 
The rigid Siſters with their Task go through, 
Nor backward turn the Wheel, nor what they 
ſpin undo, 

But blindly Men, as rapid and as fleet, 
As Fate advances, Fate advance to meet; 

Seck 
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Seek the infetnal River of the Dead, 

And cut themſelves their own unfiniſh'd Thread, 
Too much the Hero to an End does haſt, 
Which of it (elf approaches but too faſt. 

Our Fates in Order regularly come ; 


The Urn receives us and allots our Doom. 


Commanded, none may loiter, or may ſtay, 
None may protract his once dcetermin'd Day; 
Summon'd and ſentenc'd we muſt all obey. 

Let others then Knight Errants turn for Fame, 
And Nations to the Stars exalt their Name; 
Let others in Triumphant Chariots ride, 
With gaudy Honours, and with empty Pride. 
Me my own Land, me may an humble Scat 
Hide in a ſafe and an obſcure Retreat. 
On the ſoft Quiet of a ſettled State, 
Grey Hairs, and good old Age delight to wait, 
And, like a Cottage in its Vale ſecure, 
In Life the lowly Station moſt is ſure, 
Magnan'mous Brav'ry, glorious that, in queſt 
Of great Atchieyements, never is at Reſt, 

a ; Conſpicuous, 
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Conſpicuous, high, expos d to every Blaſt; 
Falls from aloft, and ſoon to Earth is caſt. 


S SLES 
Senecas Agamemnon. Act. I. 

Cu OR us. "le 
Ortune, thou grand Impoſtor, what a Cheat 

Is all that Good thou ſecm'ſt to give the Great? 
How ſteep the Height, how falſe on which they 
ſtand !, 

And yet how few the Pleaſures they command ! 

Quict's a Joy Scepters have never known, 

Nor can a Monarch call a Day his own. 

Care after Care ſtill harraſſes his Mind; 

One Storm blown o'er, another is behind. 

Not the wild Waters of the wandring Tide, 

Not troubled Waves toſs d by a Tempeſt's Pride, 

Are half ſuch various, ſuch unſteady Things, 


As are th* uneven Fates of reſtleſs Kings. 


Fear'd they wou'd be, and yet they woud not too; 
Wiſh what they dread, and doubt what they purluc, 
Not Night itſelf yields them a ſafe Retreat 3 

Diſtruſt and Danger till attend the Great. 


Eva 
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Evn Sleep, the gen'ral Refuge of all Cares, Th 
Calms not their Breaſts, nor diſſipates their Fears, Ar 
What Thrones have not ſubverted, and caſt down 
Thr alternate Crimes of Rivals for a Crown! 


What Kingdoms do not cruel Impious Arms 
Weary and waſte with their deſtructive Harms 
For Senſe of Laws, of Juſtice, or of Shame, 
Rey'rence and Faith to EUymens ſacred Claim, 
With all Regard to any moral Ty, 
Excluded Courts, from every Palace fly. 
There ſtern Bellona haunts with bloody Hand, 
And Envy burning with a Fury's Brand: 
Sure Foll' wers theſe of Majeſty and Pow'r, 
Which thus expos'd are level'd every Hour. 
But ſhou'd no Wars diſturb the faithful Peace, 
Shou'd dark Deſigns, and ſecret Treaſons ceaſe; 
Yet Grandeur ſinks depre(s'd by its own Weight; 
The Load's too heavy for the Strength of Fate. 
Thus when full Sails ftretch with the proſp'rous 
Wind, 4 
We fear that Wind, becauſe it is too kind. 
The 


( 249 ) 
The Tow'rs whoſe Summits to the Clouds aſpire; 
Arc to the Laſh of Rains and Tempeſts nigh'r ; 
And old tall Oaks are riven by the Blaſt, 
Which oer th' inferior Foreſt harmleſs paſt, 
The Thunder ſtrikes the lofty Mountain ftill, 
Not the low Valley or the humbler Hill. 
dickneſs the Overgrown does ſooneſt ſeize, 
And the groſs Body is its own Diſeaſe. 
The large fat Beaſt deſtructively is priz'd, 


While vile lean Herds graze ſafe, becauſe deſpis'd; 


Tis thus, in every Thing tis thus, and all 

That Fortune raiſes is but rais d to fall, 

The ſafeſt Seat is in the middle State; 

Lower the Lot, but longer is the Date. 

Happy then he, who, pleas d with ſuch a Chance, 
Seeks not too far his Fortunes to advance, 
Truſts not his Veſſel to the faithleſs Deep, 

But ncar the Shore docs more ſecurely keep. 


K k Seneca s 
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152 true hy Shades their Bodics do — 
Or does a Flam the tim'rous World deceive? 

When ſome dear Friend our dying Eyes hasclosd, 

And Life's laſt Day Death's endleſs Night impog4 ; 

When the cas d Corps, like an oer. jaded Slave 

At length ſet free, lies quiet in the Grave 3, 

Were it not wiſe the Soul too to intomb,? 

But muſt we ſtill endure Life's wretched Doom! 

Or happier do. we die entire and whole, 

Leave no continuing Relict of a Soul? 

But when the vital Vapour of our Breath, 

Gasp'd into Air, is loſt in Clouds and Death, 

We're gone, and all that was of us before 

To any Thing of Life is then no more? 

Ves, thus we periſh, and thus undergo 

Th' approaching Lot of all Things here below. 

Time flies, and all the Sca or Sun goes round 
With ſure and quick Deſtruction ſhall confound. 

| Swift, 


In 
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Swift, as above, the Stars, and Moon, and Sun, X 
In hurrying Orbs theit haſty Courſes tun, 
We poſt to Fate, and when we diſappear, 


Are we, or ever ſhall be, any where. 


As ſhort-liv'd Smoak, aſcending from the Flame, 


Hovers, diſſolves, and ne er ſhall be again: 
As gath'red Clouds, by ſcatt' ring Blaſts disjoin d, 
Diſperſe, and fly before the hoſtile Wind: 
So that thin flecting Thing, Life, paſſes o'er ; 
So flows our Spirit out, and then's no more. 
After Death's Nothing; Death itſelf is Nought, 
Th' extremeſt Bound of a ſhort Race of Thought. 
Let Slaves and Fools their Fears and Hopes give o'er, 
Sollicit and delude themſelves no more. 
Wou'd you know where you ſhall be after Death ? 
There where you were before you ſuck'd in Breath, 
Thc Dead and the unborn arc juſt the fame, 
The Dead returning whence the Living came, 
Time takes us whole, throws all into the Grave; 
Death will no more the Soul than Body fave. 
For Hell, and the damn'd Fiend that lords it there, 
With all the Torments we ſo vainly fear, 

KEK 2 Arc 
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Are empty Rumours, melancholly Whims, | 
Fantaſtick Notions, idle frightful Dtcams. 
DEED LED DELHIETE 
Out of Petronius Arbiter's Satyricon. 

Qualis Nox fuit illa Dii Deg; ! 

Ods ! what a glorious, happy Night 

Was that! how all, how all Delight! 

How ſoft the conſcious dewny Bed 


That held the yet, yet ſofter Maid ! 
Glew'd in the balmy hot Embrace, 


We clung at Breaſt, and clung at Face, 
Legs, Thighs, and every kinder Place. 

Clung, clung, 'till two we one became, 
Neal'd and incorp'rate by the Flame. 
What Eagcrneſs of Love and Bliſs! 

Our Souls transfuſing in a Kiſs, 

Which on our Lips did hov'ring ſtray, 

Then fled in Gaſps of Love away. 

Be gone ye Cares, and from me fly; | 


Let me alone to periſh ; I 


Thus hav begun, thus learn d to die. | 3 
| Due 


* 92 — — 


0 


: 


( 2593 )- 
Hp tir dr cd Ip bp bp dio IH bp Bp tp 


The latter Part of the ſecond Satyr 
of Perſius, Imitated. | 
Beginning at this Verſe, 

O curve inTerras Anime & Celeſtium Inanes! 


Ov bow d down to Earth, whoſe Dirt you 


love, 
Void, and unknowing, of the Things above ! 
What do we mean, ( for groſsly tis we err) 
Manners of Men to Temples to transfer, 
And, by this carnal vicious Taſt of ours, 
Proportion Gifts for intellectual Pow'rs? 
Sweets we extract, and mix up fat Perfumes, 
To ſcent our Hair, our Garments, and our Rooms. 
The fineſt Wools for ſofteſt Clothes are ſhorn ; 
Thoſe ſofteſt Clothes the nobleſt Dyes adorn. 
Silks, Velvets, Tap'ftrics, added are to theſe, 
In Habits, or in Furniture to pleaſe. 
The Orient Shell for precious Pearl we ſheer, 
A Neck to honour, or to grace an Ear; 
Refine the Oar of Gold and Silver Mines; 
In Lace, Embroid'ry, Fringes, Plate, it ſhincs. 
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All this is faulty, and a vain Abuſe” 
Yet of the Vanity Man has ſome Uſe, © 
But tell me, prieſt, what can be the Deſign 
Of Gold and Finery in Things divine ? 
The Treaſures which your Foreign Churches load, 
The Wealth which you call giv'n or left to God, 
(If we inſpect the ſuperſtitious Whim ) 
What Good does it do us, or Service Him? 
Een juſt as much as what we have been told 
Of fooliſh Heathen Virgins, that of old, 
Adult, to Venus offer d up at laſt 
The Puppet Babies they themſel ves were palt ; 
As much as ancient Bels exploded Treat, 
Which, uſe leſs to the God, his Prieſts knew how 

to cat. | 
But, Man, preſent we to the heav'nly Pow'rs 
What Nobles can't, nor Kings, nor Empcrors ; 
Join'd and compounded rightly in the Mind, 
Aw of the Godhead, Morals to Mankind ; 
An inward Sanctity, ſincere and whole, 
In the remoteſt Corner of the Soul; N 
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A Warmth of Heart, rich with the gen rous Dy 
Of ſomething nobler than meer Honeſty ? 
Theſe let me withime-to-the Temple bring, 
The Widow's:Mites:a-grateful Offering. — 
Theſe let me bring my God, and I may ſpare 
My Off ring wholly, and almoſt my Pray r. 
But, void of theſe, o wou d with Tricks prevail, 
All they can ſay, or vow, or give, will fail. 


aasee 
The latter Part of the tenth Salyr 
of Juvenal. 
Beginning at the following Verſe, 1 
Ni ergo -optabunt Homines d 10 | f 

[ The Poet, in this excellent Satyr, having, [ 
by an Induition 0 F Particulars, ſpeum the 


Vanity and Folly of the Generality of our 
Deſires, in the Miſchiefs which often at- 


tend the Attainment: of them, ſubjoms to ail 
this admirable Concluſion. ] 


W Hat Nothing then ſhall Man of Heav'n re- 
queſt? 

Wou'd'ſt thou adviſe? then ſet thy Soul at Reſt, 

And unconcern'd remit the whole Affair on 


To the wile Gods, and their unfailing Care. 1 
et 
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Let them alone in Quiet to conttive 
What fits our State, who then will ſurely give 


"Things ſuited to our real Intereſt, 


Not ſend the pleaſing, but beſtow the beſt. 

Man is the Darling of the Pow'rs above, 

Who love us better than ourſelyes we love. 

Giddy, and raſh, and by blind Paſſion led, 

Marriage we ask, and Offspring of the Bed; 

But They before know all the curſed Lite, 

The Cares, the Diſappointments, and the Strife, 

Th' ungrateful Child, and the vexatious Wife. 
Yet that thou ſtill their Godheads may'ſt invoke, 

Still Altars may with holy Incenſe ſmoke, 

Go kneel, I give thee Leave, and ask conjoin d 

A healthful Body, and a healthful Mind. 

Requeſt a brave and an intrepid Soul, 

That may the wretched Fears of Death controll, 


Thankful for that which a fond World ſo frights, 
| And count it one of Nature's Benefits ; | 


That Griefs and Torments can cred fifſtain, 


Vackerard by Pleaſure, and — by Pain; 
That 
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That no Indignities can ſet on Fire, 

Eſtrang d alike from Anger and Delire, 

And N aus Lot would generouſly prefer, 
His noble Toils, his Hardſhips, and his Care, 
As better and more valuable Things, 

Than all the Lux'rics of Myrian Kings. | 

Thus while thy wiſe Petitions I contrive, 

Tis all but what yourſclf yourſelf may give. 
Virtue's our own at Pleaſure to poſſeſs; 

And Virtue is the Road to Happineſs. 

No God is wanting to the Wile, but we, | 
Fortune, are Fools, and make a Goddels Thee: | 


No God is wanting 10 the Wiſe. Nullum Numen abeſt ſi ſit 
Prudentia. So it is in the Edition from which I tranſlated, In 
the Variorum by Schrevelius, 165 8, it is Nullum Numen babes, &c. 
And according to this Reading is Mr. Dryden's Verlion. Bur 
the other is the truer. The Meaning may be, that if Men were 
viſe enough to wiſh and pray for ſuch Things as he had be- 
fore recommended for the Subject Matter of their Petitions. 
the Gods would not be abſent from them but preſent to aſſi 
them. And this Senſe is the moſt pious; But that which Ju- 
tenal really intended, is, that ſince Virtue is the Way to ap- 
pineſs, and ſince Virtub, and the great Inſtances of it which 
te had directed to be azked of Heaven, were in our Power, 
ie had the Wiſdom to make ſucha Choice, we had no need of 
ay Gods at all, ſuce thus we could give Happineſs to our 
ſelves. But if we Fortune 2 Goddeſs, if we plac'd our 
teliciry in her Goods, thoſe indeed were not in ber Diſpoſal; 
ve muſt reſort to ocher Powers for them: This is ſaid mote 
ſloſophically than religiouſiy. The Word, wanting to, (choſe 
aſtesd of, wanted by ) ani wers either of the Senſes. 


LI Mar tial, 
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eee enen, 


Martial, Book I. E PIG. X. 


| Julius, who, (if to enhance a Friend 
Long Faith,and oldAcquaintance may pretend) 
Art in this Breaſt to be poſtpon'd to none, 
How is with ſilent Steps thy Age come on ! 
Thy Sixtieth Year juſt ready to arrive, 
And Life ſcarce leſt a few poor Days to live. 
Haſt, Man, and uſe the ſmall remaining Tide; 
Tis ill deferring what may be deny d. 
Count that alone which has been, to be yours; 
The Future's Fate's, and may be never ours. 
Labours and Cares Life ever finds at Hand, 
Succeeding ſtill, and to each other chain d. 
Dull things they wait attending all the Way; 
But Pleaſure's fugitive, and will not ſtay. 
Quick with both Arms, and withthy whole Embrace 
Aſlert it thine, and ſeize it e er it paſs. 
Ev'n thus tis {lipp'ry as the wandring Stream, 


/ Flows from the Breaſt, and oft deludes the Aim. 
Flu — 2 >> 
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And can we think, (or any Reaſon give, ) 
Coldly to ſay, to Morrow we will live? 

Truſt me, 'tis all an idle dull Delay ; 

Will, and to Morrow's late; live now, to Day. 
This very Moment the good Work begin, 
Fools have the Purpoſe, the Wiſe do the Thing. 


And — ſcarce left a fery poor Days to Jive. The Latin 
which anſwers this is, Et numerat paucos jam tua vita Dies; 
which is ambiguous, and one Inſtance of a great many to ſhew 
that the Ancients did not take Care to expreſs themſelves ſo 
clearly but that they might be miſtaken by thoſe of their own 
Age. For here is no Difficulty, as to the Words and the Latin- 
ity, and yet, though the Perſon to whom the Epigram was ad- 
dreſs'd knew how he had employed his Time, and ſo might 
the better underſtand his Friend's Meaning, and ſo might others 


too who were acquainted with his Manner of Living, yet no 


one elſe cou'd evn then with Certainty. The Doubt is whe- 
ther the Paſſage relates to the future part of Juliuss Life, as | 
have interpreted it, or to that which was paſt, to intimate that 
in ſumming up the Accompt ot his Days, there were very few, 
if any, that had lived to the Purpoſe, and in the Satisfaction 
which the Poet recommends. But I prefer the former Senſe, 
becauſe the Epigram ſeems to be a general Leſſon againſt Pro- 
craſtination, and intended to animate him, to and for whom it 
was writ, to be ſure to enjoy the Remainder of his Life, from 
the Conſideration how ſmall that Remainder was like to be, 
rather than to contain a Cenſure of any Neglect in what had 
gone before, of which there appears no Hint in any other Part 
of the Compoſition. However, the Tranſlation may with a 
wy little Alteration be accomodated to the other Meaning, 
as --* | 
Thy Sixtieth Tear is juſt, is juſt arriv d, | 
And ſcarce thy Life a few good Days has livd. 
Haſt then, and uſe the ſmall remaining Tide 
Ill *twas deferr'd what might have been deny dl. 
For that alone which has been, reckon ours, 
The Future's Fate s, and may be never ours, &c -©* © 
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Book VIII. E PI G. XIX. 


Led. what can Cinna wiſh for more 


Poor he wou'd ſeem, and he is poor. 


_ 


GG GG GIG CV 000 C50 
Book XI. E PI G. LVI. 


L This 3s by Martial addreſs'd to an indiſcreet 
Storck. Had we here had any ÞFryars 
Mendicant, or any Regulars profeſſing Vo. 
verty, I ſhould have applyd it to one 0 
them, But for want of them (and it wou 
not be worth the while to have them far 
the Convenience of ſuch an Application) 
I have been oblig d to ſuppoſe a poor Vicar 

or Curate, preaching or talking of the Ad- 
vantages of Mortality againſt the Vanity of 
human Life. The Poverty is exaggerated, 
as perhaps it was in the Caſe of the Stoick. 

| How far a Change of Circumſtances might 
| occaſion an Alteration of Sentiments and 
Di ſtaurſe, I will not determine. ] doubt 

| few People are fond of Dying, that canliye 

q with any of the Comforts of Life.] 
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T Hat thus in Scorn of ſlighted vital Breath, 


Thou talk ſt with ſuch Mag niſicence of Death, 


Parſon, 
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Parſon, thou wou'dſt have me ſo dully blind, - | 
Hence to admire thy Fortitude of Mind. | [ 
Fool, wou'dſt thou know what has thy Virtue bred? 
Th' unhandled Pitcher, and th' uncurtain'd Bed; 


The melancholly Hearth to Fire unknown; if 
The ſhort, the threadbare, and the ſingle Gown | | 
The homely Cottage, the more homely Fare ; 
The full ten Children, ſcarce ten Pounds a Year. 
O Hero, that canſt humbly be content 
To part from Rags, and Naſtineſs, and Want! f 
What, from ſour Beer with Patience to withdraw, | 
From Bread half Bran, and from a Bed all Straw ! 
Prodigious Reſignation ! wondrous Saint! | 
But tell me, Prieſt, and leave thy ſplendid Cant, | 
Wou'dſt thou atDeath, when 'twere injurious, ſmilc? 
Wou'dſt thou ſcorn Life, were Living worth the 
while! | 
No; let a friendly Dean'ry, and a Brace 1 
Of Livings thee in Eaſe and Plenty place; 
To court thy wanton Sleeps let there be tlirown 


A Quilt of Damask on a Bed of Down; 
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Let well. ſpread Boards indulge thy flatter'd Taſt, 
And thee be anſwer d too in all the reſt; 

Then thou wouldſt change thy Text, and pity Man 
Not from the Toil of Living, but the Span ; 
Then for thy Wiſh a Patriarch's Age too ſhort, 
Not with one Friendly Moment wou'd(t thou part, 
Now Lifc'sa Load, and, wanting to be freed, 
Thou for thy Brav'ry wou'dſt impoſe thy Need. 
Vain Coward, Proof of Courage wou'd(t thou give: 
In thee tis Boldneſs, not to die, but live. 

Life to contemn is eaſy for a Slave; 


He, he who dares to be a Wretch is brave. 
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The Beginning of Claudian's Fir / 
Book in Rufinus. 


Ft have I doubted in my wav'ring Mind 
(All anxious for a Truth fo hard to find) 
If of our World, and this inferior Sphere 


The Gods took Care, or there no Ruler were, 
But looſcly all at Random left to flow, 


Blind Chance plaid an uncertain Game below. 
For 
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For when the marſhall'd World I well ſuryey'd, | 
And all the Harmony of Nature weigh'd ; | 
The Sea preſcrib'd an everlaſting Bound, | 
The Year reyolving in a faithful Round, 
And Night and Day ſo juſt ; then all I thought 
Was by diviner Skill and Counſel wrought, 
The noble Work of a wiſe Pow'r above, 
Who by a Law cenjoin'd the Stars to move $i3 2 
Who bid the Moon, and bid the Sun be bright | 
With borrow'd Luſtre and with native Light ; | 
Who various Seaſons for the Fruits ordain'd, | 
Th' ambitious Waves with bounding Shores re- 
ſtrain'd, | 
And midmoſt in the Centre fix'd of all 
Firm on its axis plac'd the carthy Ball. | 
But when th' Affairs of wretched Human- kind | 
So wild I ſaw, fo puzzled, and ſo blind; | 
Th' unjuſt of long Proſperity poſſeſsd, all 
And by prevailing Wrongs the Good oppreſs'd ; [ 
Then poor Religion, forc'd again to yield, 
Gaye way, and I, unwilling and compell'd, 


The 
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The Method of another Cauſe embrac'd, So! 
Which for a World depends upon a Waſte, Th 
And Seeds of Things that courſe along the Void, As 
WhilcChance,notArt,does the newFigures guide Ar 
Diſmiſſing Heay'n, and with ambiguous Senſe 


No Gods aſſerting, or no Providence. Di 
At length th' unhappy and perplex'd Debate I. 
Is at an End; Rafinus and his Fate * 
My Mind has eas'd ( ſucceſsful to remove b 


Its Scruples ) and abſoly'd the Pow rs above. 
No more tepining will I now complain 

That Villains riſe, and Pow'r exalted gain, 
Whom Heav'n in Vengeance does fo high extoll 
But to give Weight and Terrot to the Fall. 


SAGLASISEXSESESATHSLALL 
Out of Buchanan's Hendeca Syllabi. 
Seu procaribus annues Ocellis, xc. 


- WS 


Hether Nedra frowns or ſmiles 
Her Vaſſal ſhe alike enſnares; 

Th inviting Look my Heart beguiles ; 

My Courage the Forbidding braves. 


Sometimes 
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Sometimes a credlous Hope prevails; 
Then Fear again invades my Breaſt : 
As when the milder Southern Gales 
Are by rude Northern Blaſts ſuppreſt. 


Darts ſhe but an auſpicious Beam, 

| gently warm with ſoft Deſire ; 

Fond Hope dilates the living Flame, 

And caſy fans the flatter'd Fire. 

But oh! the Shivrings of my Heart, 

If ſullen Frowns ſhew proud Diſdain ! 

Cold Numneſs ſcizes ev'ry Part, 

And trembling Ice runs through each Vein. 


Thus am I toſt twixt Hopes and Fears, 
Drivn by the doubtful Storm of Love; 
No Day, no Night exempt from Cares, 
Reſtleſs from Thought to Thought I rove. 
Ah merc'leſs Loye! Ah cruel Boy ! 

Thus ev'ry Way your Slave to Kill! 

What Safety if you thus deſtroy 

both uſing well, and uſing ill? 


M m Out 
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| Ti Father Genoeſe, thy Mother Greek, 


\ > 280 Juſt, ſo 2004, ſo beauteous, and ſo wiſe, 
2 
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77 
Out of his Miſcellanea. 

Upon Pope Julins the Second. 


Born on the Seas, who Truth in thee would 
ſeek $ 
Falſe Greece, Ligurid's falſe, and falſe the Sea 
Falſe all, and all their Falſhoods are in thee. 
RR BY RO RDU RY NR RY 


Upon Queen Elizabeth. Out of the 


ſecond Book of bis Epigrams. A. 
mong ſ the Icones an Portraits. 
T Hat Goddeſs this, in whoſe-one Face divine, 
Jointly Minerva, Juno, Venus ſhine ? 
A Goddeſs ſure, in whom alike have Place 
High Majeſty, Male Vigour, chearful Grace. 
If not a Goddels, at leaſt next to one 
She' is, who thus adorns her Engliſb Throne 
* Equal on Earth to thoſe that grace the Skics, 
As juſt, as good, as beauteous, and as wiſe. 


— 


* Or not to carry Buchanan s Complement to its full height 
more ſoftly thus, "* - 
On Earth reſembles thoſe that grace the Skies, 


Another 


. 
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Another Canto of the ſame, (vis. 
Buchanan s Epigrams.) 
To Mr. Randolph, a Servant of the Queen s, and 
frequently employed in Scotland. 

Rad, thou often doſt my Thoughts require, 
-- Might I obtain the King I ſhou d deſire, 

What Perſon I wou d have that King to be; 

Take then his genuine Portrait here from me. 

Firſt pious, let him true Religion loves 

Himſelf the Image think of God above, 

Ordain'd to Men his Bleſſings to diſpenſe, 

And do on Earth the Work of Providence. 

Peace let him cheriſh yet not Arms abhor, 

When juſt Occaſion calls to prudent War. 

Mild to the Vanqulſ d, Peace agtih reſtorᷣ d, 

Let him put off his Hatred With his Sword. 

Nor let him looſely give, nor cloſely ſpare; 

Deſtructive both; of each he ſhou d bewafe. 

Let Him believe, (a noble needful Thing) 

He fox his People; not himſelf, is Kiny 4 - 

Fe Mm 2 Deſign'd 
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Deſign'd the common Father of his Land, 

And only for Protection to command, 

Loth let him puniſh, when he may not ſpare; 
Gentle, when Gentleneſs the State will bear. 
Let his own Life teach others to live well, 

And be his N ation's pattern to excell ; 

His Count nance here rebuke, and there approve; 
The bad Mans Terror, and the good Man's Love. 
Rich let him dreſs his Mind, his Body plain, 
And Shame and Reaſon Luxury reſtrain, 

Now doſt thou inward think, and ſilent ſay, 
What do you mean by this deluſive Way? 

I ask what Prince you wou'd ſhou'd give you Law, 
And you the Picture of my Miſtreſs draw, 
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Dr. Bathurſt's Verſes ou Mr. Hobbs“ 
Boo of Human Nature. 


He Mind, to whoſe enlarg d prevailing Wit 
Whole intellectual Nature does ſubmit, 
Which Earth, andSeas, andHeav ntoo com prehends, 
And if qught elſe beyond all theſe extends, 
| 7 | A The 
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The World thus maſter'd gloriouſiy at Home, 
Miſtreſs at length is of herſelf become. 
Before ſhe made all Knowledge elſe her own, 
Now fitſt herſelf unto herſelf made known. 
Come,Reader,learn here what thou art, come ſee 
Thy inmoſt Pow'rs ; acquaint thy ſelf with Thee, 
View here the ſecret and myſterious Gueſt, 
The Tenant, yet the Stranger of thy Breaſt ; 
Than · which to thee there nothing is ſo near; 
Than which there nothing is from thee ſo far. | 
Not here the Traſh and Jargon of the Schools, 
The empty Pride of Academick Fools, 
Sev'n Years or more by fond Diſputers read, 
To arm the Tongue, and furniſh out the Head, 
That full they may come forth of Sound and Air, 
And utter with vain Cant their Pedling Ware. 
But Weight of Things, Solidity of Senſe, 
Beauty of Thought, and Light of Evidence. 
Such ſhou d have been the Features of the Piece, 
When Reaſon's ſelf in human Form and Dreſs 
Was tobe drawn, by Mortals to be view, 
And preſent to the Mind of her Aſſerter ſtood, 
z In 
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In Pieces took here we are ſhewn the Whole 
Clock-wotk and Mechaniſm of the Saul; 
May tee the Movements, Labyrintiis, and Strings, 
Its Wires, and Whecls, and Balances, and Springs 
| How 'tis wound up to its full Height, ànd then 
| What checks, and ſtops, and ſettles it again. 
| Momus himſelf cou d not have more deſcry d, 
| Had he his Window to the Mind applyd, 
(So elear the Images appear ) than we 
In this true Philoſophick Mirror fee. 
| Here the light Prints I find, and Rudiments 
| Of Paſſion, here the ſmall fine Lines of Senfe ; 
On downy Wings how the ſoft Capra more 
To hatch the pregnant Images of Love 3 
How Anger fierce utges and goxds the Mind, 
To Counſel deaf, and to Dilcretion blind. 
Here in its cloſe Receſs is Grief deſcty d, 
Joy here's reveal d, nor Fear its ſelfean Hide, 

- Theſe uſeful Akts ſhould the nne ov, 
If in the Hall he wou d Superior grow; 
Would at his Will difpoſe and turn, and wihd, 


| Tho obedicnt Reins of the well- munag d Mind; 
RE: Biaſs 
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Biaſs a Court, and with magnetick Senſe, 


AttraQ a captivated Audience. 
Here let the great State Archimedes fix, 
When by firm Engines of ſure Politicks 
He d urge an Empire, diſcompoſe a State, 
And ſtir fierce Nations up to. fell Debate, 
And the Foundations in Confuſion hurl'd, 
Shake the vaſt Frame of the whole civil World. 
All things beſides he may with Eaſe control, 
| Who can command the Paſſions and the Soul. 
Daring Enquirer ! Spirit that canſt ſoar, i 
And act the fam'd Promethean Part once more, 1 | 
What God theſe Glorics has to thee reveal'd, 1 
To Ages hid, and from Mankind conceal d? 1 
And tinging with Celeſtial Light thine Eyes, 
Giv'n thee to view theſe dazling Myſterics? 
No Bounds. thy Searches and thy Wit confine, 
Capacious of all Minds, but None of thine. 
Let this thy neyer- fading Honour raiſe; 
Alone enjoy it as thy proper Praiſe. 
To form the Souls a Work divine alone, 


And that is next by which that Soul is ſhown. 
Ovid, 
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a8 SHHALHEISHS ALL 
| Ovid, Boe III. ELEGY VIII 


Complaining of his being flighted in Favour 
1 = 5 rich Upſtart. 


J Ngcnuous Arts does any one ſtill chuſe, 
Or dream of Virtue in a tender Muſe? 

Wit has (divine and ſacred heretofore) 

Been held more precious than the golden Ore. 


Now want of Money want of Senſe is grown, 
And to be poor's to be a yery Clown. 

Without Succeſs my Lines my Fair one pleaſe, 
Whilſt I'm debarr'd th' Acceſs ſhe grants to Theſe. 
She praiſes, yet excludes th' applauded Man ; 
Ingenious I rove up and down in vain. 


A brutal Upſtart ſhe to me prefers, 
Rais'd by his Wounds, and wealthy from the Wars. 
Fool ; what with him in kind Embraces join ? | 


Bear his Careſſes, and return him thine ? 
Him the unbred, th e 
All coarſe alike in Body and in Mind 2 


4 
a 
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If you forget, or if you do not know, 
What once he was whom now you favour ſo, 
The Head which on thy downy Lap may ly, 
The Limbs that ſerve thy Pleaſures to ſupply, 
In Camps have lain on Arms or Knapſack rough, 
Been caꝰ d in Iron, or invol dd in Buff. 
The Hand where ſparkling Rings ſo ill appear 
Has poiz'd the Musket, or ſuſtaind the Spear. 
And touch but t other, that has been imbru d 
In martial Butchery, and Human Blood. 
A Murtherer's Hand? and not the Touch deteſt? 
Ah ! where's the wonted Softneſs of thy Breaſt ? 
Sec in his Scars the Prints of Battels fought : 
Whate'cr he has his Body dearly bought. 
Perhaps the Fool in a vain-glorious Vein, 
Himſelf may boaſt what Numbers he has ſlain. 
This can he tell, and Freedoms then obtain ? 
Can you be ſuch a Slave to ſordid Gain! 
Whilſt I the Vot'ry of the God of Wit, 
(Shou'd gentle Phæbus to rude Mars ſubmit ?) 
With fruitleſs Numbers, unavailing Pow'rs, 
Sing lighted Verſes at obdurate Doors. 

Na Learn, 
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Learn, who arc wiſe, ſome thriving Art of Gain, 
Not ſuch as idle we embrace in vain, 
But that of Arms, of Fights, and a Campaign. 
Inſtead of canting Verſes lead a Troop : 
This, Homer, might, and ſhould have been thy Scope. 
Jove taught, by what our Manners plainly told, 
The true Omnipotence of ſov'reign Gold, 
Transform d himſelf to what he knew wou d pleaſe, 
And his corrupted Miſtreſs won with Eaſe. 
Till then the Father watch'd againſt his Joy, 
The Tow'r was firm, and ſhe herſelf was coy. 
But when the golden Lover wiſely came, 
The Sire was willing, and the Damſel tame. 
Not thus, in Heav'n when good old daturn reign'd; 
Then Earth her Silver, Gold, and Braſs retain d, 
Conccal'd in Darkneſs, and in Depths below; 
But Stores far better did above beſtow; 
Nutritious Roots, ſpontaneous from the Soil, 
And ready Corn without the Plowman's Toil; 
Fruit that abounded on unplanted Trees, 
And luv in Oaks the Necdar of the Becs. 

None 
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None till'd the Ground, but ſhar'd what it wou'd 
yield, 
None mark'd for private Uſe a meaſur'd Field. 
The Seas no Keel diſturb'd, nor cleaving Oars ; 
All ſtop d contented at their proper Shores. 
But the Scene chang'd; vain Man would further go, 


Ambitious much to have, and much to know; 
Subtly did T hings againſt himſelf contrive, 
To his own Hurt too witty and too wile. 
Where was the Good ( if fairly we decide ) 
When Towns he wall'd, and Walls he fortify'd ? 
Where, when inventiveof unnumber'd Harms, 
He furniſh'd Diſcord with deſtructive Arms? 
What Need or Bus neſs had advent'rous he 

To pals the Occan, or to try the Sea: 

Land might have ſery'd a modeſter Deſire, 
Why do we not to Heav'n itſelf aſpire ? 

And ſo we do as far as &er we can; 

Thus Gods of old, that once were Men, began, 
And thus fond modern Saints we canonize, 


The Mortal dead, the Ghoſt we idolize. | 
Nn 2 From 
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From Earth's dark Mines we Gold and Silver tear, 
Which here the Soldier gains, and Plund* rers ſhare. 
No Place is for the Poor; *risan Eſtate 
Preferment gets; the Rich, that buy, are Great, 
Why let em have, and let em govern all, 

In War, in Peace, the Houſes and the Hall. 

But let them leave the Poor ſome Property; 
Let him enjoy his Love and Miſtrels free, 

No; whate'cr Virtue now the Nymph may have, 
He that can pay the Price, commands the Slave. 
For me the watchful Spy has Eyes and Ears; 

For me ſhe ſtill the jealous Husband fears. 


Let me give well; that will the Charm undo: 
The Spy ſhall vaniſh, and the Husband too, 
Revenge ye Gods (for ſure Revenge isjuſt) + | 
Conſume theſe Metals with eternal Ruſt, 4 
And turn this ill ſought Treaſure to its native : 
Duſt. | | 


Book 
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AAAAMAASASSASMADADASASRALS: 
Book II. E L E GI XI. 


To his falſe Miſtreſs, whom he could not leave 
loumg though he once flatter d himſelf with 
having conquer'd his Paſſion. 
Uch have I ſuffer'd, and have ſuffer d long; 
But with unbounded Hl, and endleſs Wrong, 


My Patience vanquiſh'd can no more digeſt; 


M 


Ze gone, baſe Love, and leave my wearied Breaſt. 
Reſcu d I am, and Chains no longer wear; 
Bluſh to have born what I bluſh'd not to bear. 
Late came the Strength ; but-got at laſt above, 
Triumphantly I ſpurn ſubjected Love. 
Go on, perſiſt; the uſeful Pain endure: 
A bitter Draught has been a frequent Cure. 


And I have then, ſo oft repuls d, deny d, 
On the hard Ground laid my diſhonour d Side; 
I have, while you ſome Fool embrac'd within, 


Watch'd without Doors, as Centry to the Sin; 


Have there the weary Lover ſeen retire, 
With weaken'd Limbs, and with extinguiſh'd Fire; 
Vet 
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Vet worſe; he has ſeen me too in the Place, 
Gods! ſend my Enemies but ſuch Diſgrace ! 
When did I fail, Ungrateful, through the Town 
Obſequious to galant you up and down? 

Lov'd for my Sake, when in my Company, 
Others you pleas d becauſe below d by me. 

Why ſhou d I add the Falſchoods of thy Tongue, 
And Gods invok d with Perj'ry to my Wrong ? 
Why the ſtol'n Looks between the Youth and you, 
The private Entercourſe in publick View, 

By Signs contriv'd, and Notices agreed, 

Which to tell all the Mind no Languageneed ? 
Twas ſaid, She's ſick : I fondly thought it true, 
And wild with Love and Fear all headlong flew ; 
But when I came, falſe Fair one, you can tell 

I for my Rival found you bur too well. 

All this, and more, endut d to my Diſgrace, 

Get ſome new Wretch to take my ſhameful Place. 
My Bark at laſt has gain'd the happy Port, 

And ſafe, the Waves that toſo d herhears withSport. 
Leave your fond Arts, (tho they have coſt me dear) 


The flatt' ting Words that once ſo pow rful were. 
| All 
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All are but loſt, and will no longer paſs; 
I am not the belicving Fool J was, 
And yet, and yet the ſtruggling Paſſions move 
My doubtful Breaſt, Hate one way,one wayLoye ; 
And Love, I fear, at laſt will Victor prove. 
IIl hate you if I can; if not, it leaſt 
Will love unwillingly ; the lab'ring Beaſt ; 
Likes not his Yoke, yet with the Yoke is prcſl, 
I fly your Crimes, and to your Form return, 


The Lewdneſs loath, but for the Perſon burn. 

Thus can! nor without nor with thee do, 

And ſcarce know which wiſh for of the two. 

Oh, that leſs fair you were or falſe could be! 

Too ill ſuch Bcauiies and ſuch Faults agree. 

Your Guilt claims Hate,yourLooks doLove intreat ; 

Ah me! theſe more prevailing are than that. 

Spare then by the ſweet Life that once we led, 

The ſoft Engagements of our ſocial Bed ; 

By all thoſe Gods you ill ſo oft have us'd, 

Who ſeem content to be by thee abus d; 

And by my Deity, that Face of thine, 

By thoſe brightEyes which quite haveraviſh'dmine, 
2 Whate er 


5 8 Ky 
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Whatc'cr you are you mine hall N be, 
Ever below d, ever adord by m. . 
Think only whether you wou'd chuſe to have 
A willing Servant, or a murm ring Slave. 
No; let me rather ſpread the ready Sal, 
And uſe, and yield me to the * 
Conſent to love, ſince I can never hate, | 
And by 55 Choice make it yet more 1 Fate. 


Book L E. I. E G 5 III. 
To his Miſtre6. 


He Maid that newly has my Heart polleſea 
9 aſt are my Wiſhes, modeſt my Requeſt) 
Or let her love, or tothe Loyer prove 
So gentle to make him forever love. 
Ah! tis too much, what raſhly I have move 4 
Let her but only bear to be beloy'd; 3 . 
But condeſcend humbly to be ador' "i 2 3 | : 
And Venus to theſe Pray rs a gracious Ear afford: 
And thou bright. Kindler of this pleaſing Fire, | 
Dear lovely Object of fmy whole Deſire, 


— p— 


Accept 
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Accept a Slave devoted ſlill to you, 
That will be conſtant, and that can be true. 
If not born high, or to a huge Eſtate, 
(For, tho? not mean, I am below the Great) 
In other Talents yet may be ſupply'd, 
What is in Title or in Wealth deny'd. 
A tuncful Genius, a Poctick Fire, 
(The Gifts which Heav'n and Nature did inſpire ) 
Morals which none can better, or can blame, 
A naked Plainneſs, and becoming Shame, 
Theſe all befriend me; and (what is above 
All theſe) to thee my dedicated Loye. 
I am not of that deſultory Race, 
Whom thouſands pleaſe, and every freſher Face. 
Truſt me, you all my Wiſhes ſhall employ, 


Ever my only Care, my only Joy. 


What Years of Life may grantcd be'to me, 


All may I live, or may I die with thee ! 


Permit me this, and, graciouſly inclin'd, 


Propitious Matter for my Numbers find, 

With ſuch a Subject of my Verſe and Flame, 

Ill make that Verſe as glorious as my Theam. 
Oo And 
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And Verſe to Beauty laſting Fame can TY 

By Verſe fair 15 does herſelf ſurvive, Enit 

By Verſe Eura yet, and Leda live. 

Thus alſo we will ſhare a like Renown, | 

Throughout the World both cqually be known, 

My Muſe ſhall wake your N ame emen wig 
own. 0 Pitch wed. 


AASASSAASANSASSSAEDSANSSL 
The Tranſmigration of the Soul. 


Frels: Pythagoras's Speech i in the fifteenth Bok 1 


of Ovid's N 8 at the 
Line, | 


0 G enus attonitim n formidine Alam Kc. 


50nd Men, diſmay'd with the fantaſtick Dread 
Of Death, and what you arc eto be when Dead, 
Why do you fear (as real were the Doom 
A bY ian Lake, or a Tartartan Gloom, a 
With all the reſt of the ſtrange Things below, 
In Fairy Regions, when from hence we g0? 
Vain Names, of idle Bards the fabulous Theams, 


PE A a miſtaken World's diſtracting Dreams. 


Etr 


44 
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Err not; whatc'er of he * Lump becomes; 
If Time diſſo es it, or if Fire conſumes, } | 
It nothing of its former Senſc retains, / 
perceives no Ruin, and endures no Pains. 
The Soul indeed (howe'er Mortaluy 
Disjoins'the Compound) never is to dic. 

But then its Lot is but removing Scats 3. 


I, 


One Manſion fall'n, it to a new retreats. 

Thus I myſelf, the now Pythagoras, 

Once, I remember well, Eupkorbus was, 
Whom 7 rojan Wars, and my unhappy Chance, 
' Gave to be pierc by the great Spartan's Lance. 
In Juno s Temple, and at Argos Town. 

I lately ſaw the Shield that was my own. 

| Nothing's annihilated z all things change 3 
Hicher and thither docs the Spirit range; -1 


Paſſes (in which ſoever it began) 


From Man to Beat, and from the Beaſt to Man; | 


From Limbs to Limbs of cycry Sort is toll, 
1717 
But never periſhes, is never loſt, 


TP 


But as an caſy Piece of yielding Wax 


This and rar Form indifferearly rakes, 
| Do 2 | 


And 8 
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And yer-itſelf i in- ery varied Frame . | mid | 


43A YEP z$*\ "84% NA 


5 Continucs in its Subſtance. { all the ſame ame; 
S0 docs ow Soul neee I kngneain; | 
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But it in all Shapes the ſelf. lame Soul r remain. 


eee 


Scipi 107 Vifion: From the Beginning 


"of the ieee Book #8 on Ita- 
licus. 


7 here weeds no o farther As. to the fol. 
© nog Viſion, nor any more particular Ac- 
count of that Part of the ſecond Punic War 
3 lay in Spain, than is contained. in the 
Verſes preceding it, which begin the Bool, 
and are here tranſlated. But I cannot. tut 

ohſer us, that when the Poet makes Scipio re. 
Tire to conſider of Things, aft er laing been 
Jiſcouraged ty his. Friends and Relations from 

. ſeeking.the Command of the Roman Army in 
Spain, the good Man ſeems io have forgot him- 
elf, and what he had written in his thirteenth 
Book ; where the Shade of the Cumcan Sybil 
is introduc'd telling Scipio his Fortuncs ; that 
he ſhoud command very young, and that in 
Spain, where he ſhowd revenge his Father's 
Fate, and vanquiſh the Carthaginians in that 
Province; has then he ſhould have a great- 
er Command, and all the War being tran- 
by into Africa, he ſhould there overcome 


annibal himſelf, eAfter ſuch Things told 


© him 
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him by one, ho, at the: ſame time. is ſaidio 
Enoco As, much as eun God himſclf, ſure there 
could be no Occaſion for Deliberation. The 
| Viſion tiſelf too ſeems ta come too late. Sei- 
pio had been in the War from the Begining, 
a in the Action at the River Ticinns, 


„ * 


f 8 —— — Mars, like an 514 — 
mate Hero, and (not to mention any Thing tut 
hat I take out of Silius Vimſelf) he appears 
to hade been at the Singe of Capua, 55 t 

0 Converſation between him and the Ghoſt of 
Appius Claudius, one of the Conſuls that com- 
" manded there, which ig to be found in the be- 

500 en eite thirteenth B oo So that he had 

cboſe bis Party long ago. But theſe Impropri. 

et ( for uch N are, , I do not miſtake) do 

no Hurt to the Viſion itſelf; uubich, I believe, 

pleard me the beſt f any Thing in ali i bir 

Pen, un I read it, „Vhevauſe it was the only 

one that I rem me ee Purpdſe; ## read 
| more beg one i $8. 38D. dee 8 

2 * — I} * >. 2 1 


BY t von Rue, Sendes's new Care" Foſſesed. 
Who trembling Nations, and Affairs diſtrefs'd 

Should aid} Who undertake thy” Therian Wali 

Reſtore the 6 Camp, 1 and quell the. NQUEror. 


Apes 


\ i 
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The warlike S, Raney both were loſt, 


201fT17 - | by 


A Roman 1 error, and, a Punick Boaſt. | 

Tanteſſian Lands, twas fear d would | fall a away If, 
Dread nearer War, and Brian Laws obey. 
Anxious and ſad, the Fathers ſeck around 

A healing Med'cine for thcir Empire $ Wound; 
One who to ſuch a Charge wou U dare ſucceed, | 
And pray the Gods to grant the Man they need 
The Son by Vengeance long d to expiate 

At once an Uncle „ and a Father 5 Fate. LY 

His Friends deter him, truck with Grief and F ears, 
For Eyils freſh, and diſproportion d Years. 2 
Shou d he to the ill-omen'd Province 80, 

(His Kindred's Tomb) he muſt engage. a Foc, L 

Of two old Leaders who had ſtop'd che Courſe, 
Had broke their Counſels, and had broke their 

| AA Force; 

Had Cain themſelyes, and now, his Hopes to bleſß 

Wasfluſh'd and flaming with the great Succeſs. 

Not tender Arms ſuch Weight « of War! ſhou'd ry; 

Net ge es ſe ers. Command ſo high. 


* F 
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eee, 
Theſe t ings beneath a Laurel's verdant Shade, 
Retir'd, he in "his youthful Boſom weight 54 
When on each Hand ſtood, ſadden from the Skirs, 
Two Forms, Fer more : that mortal was their 


>. * 
- > by 
! | as 7 5 1 " : 


Size. 
i irtue, and Pleaſure Virtués Foe, they were, 
And diff tent, as they are, they did appear. 
Her Hair Ambroſt al Oer her Shoulders ſpread, 
One breattrd ricli Odors from her eg 
In Garments ſhone, illuſtrious to behold, 

Of Tyrian Purple, and of Tiſſu d Gold; 

Her Forchead arelsd with Art, while ſparkling 

| Flame | 

From wanton Eyes, and wand'ring Glances came. 
Not rother ſo. More rude her Brow ; the Hair 
Nor curl 'd with Skill, nor ſhaded was With Cate; ; 
Steady! her Look, where decent Vigor ſate; 

| Nearer Virile her Viſage, and her Gate; 

| Alertly modeſt ; of erected Height ; 

| Her Robe with ſnowy Whitencls ſimply bright. 
| _ Triifting to Promiſes ſhe had to make, 
Puaſire began, and thus the Youth beſpake: 


W hat 
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What Madneſs this in Arms to waſt thy Prime, 
Not worthy ſo to loſe ſo ſweet a Time? 
Dots Care's Day thy Memory forſake, 

And Trebia's River, and the Stygian Lake 

Of Traſimene? Why wilt thou tempt thy Fate, 
And warring, hazard Shortning Life's ſhort Date? 
Haſt thou in Thought th' Aſlailing for Renown 
Atlantick Realms, and the Jidonian Town ? 

Be warn'd ; avoid the Perils, and the Harms; 
Nor raſh object thee to the Storm of Arms. 
Unleſs thou ceaſe, Virtue will bid advance, 
Will bid thee charge, regardleſs of all Chance, 
Madly through midſt of Hoſts, and midſt of Fire; 
And cruel Tasks will rigidly require, 

The Decii, Paulus, on their Fate ſhe threw ; 
Thy Uncle ſhc, and ſhe thy Father flew 3 
Cheating with Dreams of Monuments and Fame, 
And to a ſenſeleſs Shade an uſeleſs Name. 
But foll'wing me all ſmooth ſhall be thy Ways; 
No Bound but N ature's to confine thy Days. 
No Trumpet's Terrors rudely ſhall moleſt 
Thy Morning Slumbers, or thy Ey'ningReſt, 
No 
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No wretched'Meals in Fields of Slaughter know 
Nor Thirſt, nbrchoaking Duſt from burning gent 


"0 


Nor all the featful Military Toils. 


But Days ſerene ſhall run through ev ry Stage, 
And Youth; well treated, give fair Hopes of Age! 


How has the God'Provifiori made for Jo 


In Gifts which you might b liſsfully employ ! * 


Whilſt he himſelf, in unmoleſted Eaſe, 
Indulging all that can his Godhead pleaſe, 
Does of ſoft Life to Man th' Example give, © 


And teach the Fools how they might wiſely live. © 


«4 
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I, Iam the,” who did to Venus join 
The Sire of him who raisd your - Roman Line. 
I, I am the, who, to purſue his Love, * 
A Swan, a Bull have made of very Jove. 
Hear me; faſt runs the mottal Life of Man? 
Nor is it giv'n them to be born again: 


Soon raviſh'd hence, nor can they when they 26; | 


Their Pleaſures carry to the Shades below.” 
Who dying does not, tho too late, complain 
That he has let my Hours paſs by in van? 


P p She 


| . 35 1 1 
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She ceas d; then Virtue thus; With what Abuſe, 
Io what obſcure falſe Life wou dſt thou ſeduce, | 
From the bright Paths of Action and of Praiſe, 
A Youth in all the Glory of his Days, 
To whom the Gods fair Reaſon have aſſign d, | 
And Seeds Celeſtial of a mighty Mind? 
As far as the immortal Pow'rs, that dwell 
Above, the Race of mortal Men excell, 
Do theſe all other Animals outgo, 
Giv'n as a Sort of leſſer Gods below. 
Degen' rate Souls that ſhame their native Height, 
Are doom'd by ſure Decree to Stygian Night; 
But ſuch as, acting bravely here on Earth, 
Preſerye the Honour of their heay'nly Birth, 
The Gate of Heay'n Admiſſion gives to theſe. 
What need I name heroick Hercules? 
Him whom his Tygers bore from Indian Wars? 
Or Leaz's Twins, for whoſe propitious Stars. 
Toſt Sailors wiſh? or, nearer Home to come, 
Youth, your Quirinus, God of his own Rome? 

| 2 | Doſt 
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Doſt thou not on the Human Make reflect, 


The Face Sublime, and Looks to Heavn erect;; 


While Birds, and Beaſts, and every brutal Kind, 


Lean oer the Paunch, and all are prone deſign'd? 


Man born ( if well the Gifts of Heay'n he uſc ) 
To Glory, Glory happily purſues. 

See your own Rome (nor farther will I go) 
That weak and thin was once content, to owe 
A baſe Increaſe to an Aſylum's Shame, 

Nor with Fidenæ Parity could claim, 

How the by foll' wing me has rais d her Head, 


Then ſee what States, of Pow'r and of Renown, 
Vice has ſubverted, and looſe Eaſe caſt down. 
For-nor the Wrath of Gods, nor hoſtile Arms, 
Procure to Nations or to Men ſuch Harms, 
As, Pleaſre; thou, to thoſe thou doſt poſſeſs. 
Thy ſure Companion ſenſeleſs Drunkenneſs ; 
Thine wanton Luſt, and lazy Luxury, 
And dark Diſgrace, and hov'ing Infamy. 


And by. her brave Sons Hands her Empire ſpread. 


With 


With me is Credit, Honour, Glory, Praiſe, 
And ſhining Vier, and Triumphal Bays, | 
Frugal my Houſe, and temp rate is, and chaſte ; 
On 3 tall Hill. my Seat ſublimely plac. . - 
Arduous the Path (which he muſt mind whotreads 
And rocky the Aſcent that to it leads, 
Rough too at firſt, (for I no Falſchoods tell) 

And who wou d enter, Youth, muſt labour wel. 
Nor climb thoſe Goods, or thither ſeek to come, 
Which Fortune has to give, and can reſume. 
But, once arrivd, thou nobly from on high 


Shalt ſee the meaner World below thee ly. 


All che ſoft Things fond Pleaſure promis d thee, 

Revers d thou wilt experiment with mes 

Stretch d on hard Straw beneath a Roof of Air, 
Paſs geepleſs Nights, and Cold and Hunger bear; 

To Juſtice firm, whatever thou won ꝗſt act, 

Conſi der Heav n as. Witneſs to the Fact; 

And then when Dangers and thy Country all 

Thou, firſt ſhalt meet the Foc, and mount the Wall; 

Shalt 
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Shalt every Way be refolutely bold. 
And neither yield to Steel, nor yield to Gold, A 


, - 
% 1 
1 . * 


For all which, not th effeminate Reward 
Of glorious Veſtments, and of fragrant Nard, | 
But I the Man will give thee to ſubdue, | U 
Who now your Empire does with Arms purſue 
And, waſtcd Carthage to Submiſſion drove, , [ 
Lay thy proud Laurel in the Lap of Fove. 

Theſe Things deliver d from her ſacred Breaſt, 
The Youth entire was gain'd beyond Conteſt ; 
Joy'd with th Examples which her Promiſe mov'd, | 
And all his Leok all he had heatd approv'd, j 
Pleaſure perceivd it wrathfully aſham d; 
Nor Silence kept, but ravingly exclaim'd, 
Enough ; no longer I your Coutlc delays ; 
Go on, purſue yout honourable Way. 
But know,my Reign ſhall come; the Time will be 

When Rome ſhall honour me, and only me. | 

She toſs'd her Head, and all her Form uprear'd, : | 1 
Flew to the Clouds, and darkly diſappeat d. 1 
But 15 
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But full of Counſets on his Mind impreſt, 
Great Things young Scipio faſhions in his Breaſt, 
Spirits his Air, and animates his Mien, 

And kindles with the Love of Virtue ſeen. 


Theſe Tranſlations came too late 
for the Preſs, and were there- 
fore added in this Manner. 


* 


n 


The Parting of Alcimede and Aſon 
with their Son Jaſon, juſt ready 
to jail with the reſt of the Ar- 

gonauts for Colchis, on the Expe- 
dition for demanding the Golden 
Fleece. 


Tranſlated from the © firſt Book of Valerius 
Flaccus, beginning at Verſe 31s. 6 


Increſcunt Matrum Gemitus, & fortia languent 
Corda Patrum,------ | 


E Crics of moanful Mothers now 
increaſe ; 
Nor are cy'n Fathers ſtronger Hearts 


at Peace, 
Qq Weeping 
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Weeping Each lengthens out the laſt Embrace: 
But poor Alcimede docs all ſurpaſs, 5 
In her wild Shrieks all other Plaints ate drown'd, 


(As'the weak Flute in the ſheill Trumpet s Sdund) 

And pilx d with Soþs that ſwell, and Teas that 
flow, 3 

In Words ſhe thus articulates her Woe. 

O Son, thou got inworthy Toils to bear: 

We parts nor could I for this Chance prepare, 

| WarT ſuſpedted, but War nearer Hand, 

And Dangers for Thee fear'd, but all at Land. 

Now I to other Gods muſt make my Pray'r, 

Gods that command the Ocean, and the Air. 

-If ever Thjhu art to return; if Scas 

A trembling Mother's Sorrows can appeaſe ; 

Life I may bgar, and lengtlł of Fears ſuſtain ; 

But if hard Fate does otherwiſe ordain, 

Death, pity Parents, while tis only Fear, 

Nor let us live, ſuch dreadful News to hear. 


How 
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How could I think that Colchis and a Fleece 

"hould me concern, or cet be ſought by Greet? ? 

What Cares do I foreſee, what dire Aﬀeigh ! 

What Images by Day, what Dreams by Night! 

How, when our Shores arc roating, ſhall I dyc, 

Dreading the Seythiun Sex, and Scythian Sky, 

Yet ſhall not (thankleſs for what here may be) 

Truſt our fair Calms for what may be with thee ! 

Give Thy Embtace, and with Me leave behind 

Sweet Words, to laſt for evet in my Mind; 

And cloſe ev'n now (as i in Thy Atms ſhe lies 

With thy dear Hand, a half-dead Mother 7 Eyes, 
Thus mie laments; Not ſo the, firmer Sire: 

His Words breath Courage, and high roche, 

inpite. 495k 

oh! were my Bibod: tis aue as When I thiew 

The Maſſy Bowl that threatning Pholus flew, 

I firſt in Arms would in the Ship have ſtood, _ 

Wou'd joy to ſtrain the Oar, and urge aer thro 

the Flood, 

| Oq3 Bus 
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But ſince that Force is gone, thoſe Vears are paſt, 
Thy Fathers Prayers have, heard, prevail d at laſt. 
All theſe brave Heroes here engag'd I ſee, 

Here in our Scas, and their Commander Thee. 
Such, when my Youth could Paths of Glory tread, 
Such have I follow'd, and 1 ſuch have led. 

O for the Day (Good Heay'n the Day but rant 
That only Day remains for me to want,) 

Which back in Safety Thee ſhall hither bring, 
The Scytbian Main o ercome, and òcythian King, 
Loaded, and flaming with thy golden Prize, 
And all this ſeen by my delighted Eyes; 
That, thy great Task triumphantly fulfill'd, 

To thy firſt Action all of mine may yield! 

This faid, his Arms the Neck of Jaſon preſt; 
His Mother he ſuſtain d all fall n upon his Breaſt, 


5 , 
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To 


TO S LEE. 


From the zm Book of Statius's Hluæ. Poem 
N the Fourth, » 


HAT hayel done; by. Crime or by Miſtakes. 


; Wanched and young, that I am 8 
to wake? | 

What have I done, thou gentleſt Deity, 

That, Sleep, thou cruel art to only me? 

Nature in every other Things at Reſt, 

Silent the Bird, and quiet is the Beaſt; 

Nodding the Trees look weary and aſleep ; 

Nor their Day Sound do the calm d Rivers keep; / | 

All the loud Horror of the Sea's no more, | 

AslulPFd, it leans and reſts upon the Shore. 

Sevn Nights have paſs d, yet I know no Repoſe, 1 

My Checks ſunE under Eyes that never cloſe: 

Sey'n Morns gone by, whilſt vainly I complain, 

e hel DEF, as 'twere to cool my Pain, 
How, 
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How for ſuch Watchings ſhouldI c'cr ſuffice? 

Had I a Hundred, or a Thouſand Eyes, 

They muſt alternate yet of Eaſe partake : 

Argus himſelf was never all awake. | 

Some Youth perhaps, now in his fair One's Arms, 

All Night may thine rej ect for ſweeter Charms. 

Come thenee, wliere thou wouldſt ſo un welcome 
be, ; 

Come here, of Welcome ſurc with longing Me. 

Not that I'beg (That happict Mortals may) 


For all thy Down, or for a Length of Stay. 
Juſt touch me with thy Rods extreattieſt Lead, 
And with thy Wings paſs lightly Ger my Head. 
Let on my Eyes a little Sluniber ſteal, 

And ſome Refiefliment grant, if not a Meal. 


iD 


